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INTEODUCTOET LINES. 



[to QBOSGB HICKLINa'S POEMS.] 



Hickling! I like thy yaried strains; 
They suit me in my joys and pains. 
Thy £ftncy gains, in easy flights, 
Imagination's loftiest heights. 
Thy store of words, held at command, 
Entitles thee to take thy stand 
Among the hards of eloquence. 
And most of all, without pretence, 
Thy natural and practised ear, 
Spontaneous, without studied care. 
Pours forth the melody of song 
In sweetest music of our tongue. 
With all the richest figures drest 
Of Nature's ever-pleasing yest ; 
And, chief, of rural scenery. 
Thine the true charms of poesy ! 
Pure moral sense, and piety; 
Each sentiment's propriety. 
Not flowing from the rules of art. 
But from the fountain of the heart. 
(How far ahoye those yicious wits, 
Whom censure and not praise befits!) 

Hickling! I am no flatterer: 

I write not these things for thine ear. 

But for the public. May they give 

Thy book some value, and receive 

In pearls of poetry a treasure. 

And a pure fount of frequent pleasure, — 

Well fit to meet each private eye, 

And on the parlour table lie. 

And for each public library. 

H. B., M.A. 
IfoUiMffham Fark^ Sept. 22, 1859. 



PEEFACE. 



Four years and a half ago I published my first yolume oi 
poems, entitled " The Mystic Land." I have no reason to com- 
plain of the reception that book met with at the hands of the 
public and the press. I beg to tender my thanks to numerous 
friends for kind assistance on that occasion. I am under especiai 
obligations to the firm of J. and B. Morley, Nottingham and 
London. I am also much indebted to L. Heymann, Esq., for 
his unmerited and unlooked for kindness. 

I offer no apology for inserting at the end of this volume a few- 
extracts from the opinions of the press. I refer my readers to them. 

Here is my second attempt. It consists of a selection from 
what I have written since my first appeared. I beg to thank 
those noblemen, ladies and gentlemen, who have favoured me 
with their names as subscribers. I trust they will not be 
disappointed. 

A word to my critics and reviewers may not be out of place, 
as my present work must come before the eyes of more of that 
class than my former did. Let it be remembered, then, that 
these poems emanate not from the secluded study of the profes- 
sionally literary man, nor from the drawing-room of the wealthy 
and learned votary of the muse ; but they come direct from the 
heart and home of one who is essentially a working man. They 
have been conceived in the workshop, on the road, and in the 
I ; and have been written out — ^I was about to say polished. 



VI. 



but I may not use that word — it is not likely that there should 
be much, polish about an uneducated man like myself— I will say 
then written out, touched up, and the press corrected in my half- 
hours and hours of leisure, — ^very often in the midst of all the 
peculiar harmonies, melodies, and discords, gambols, romps and 
games of four and five healthy, playful children, in the one com- 
mon dwelling room of my cottage. However, my book stands 
entirely on its own merits. In the crea.tion, composition, and 
correction of these poems, I have not had the slightest aid from 
any source whatever. Under the circumstances, therefore, while 
I shall expect justice I shall also look for leniency at your hands 
O ye critics. 

Living as I do in a retired country village, and having but littlo 
opportunity of seeing the periodicals of the day, I have never sent 
my productions for publication to any but a few of the local 
papers, by whose editors I have been treated with great kindness, 
and especially by the editors of the Nottingham and Leicester 
JoumaU, Some of my poems, however, have been copied into 
the London and Provincial papers. 

I have, by special permission, dedicated this volume to a 
*( bright particular star," in the great and glorious constellation 
shining in the social hemisphere of Britain — her noble Aristocracy, 
of whom every Englishman, at all worthy of the name, is jietly 
proud. 

Beader, if in my writings you find anythiug to gratify, amuse, 
and instruct, I shall be satisfied. 

If spared I shall strike the lyre again. 

0. H. 

Cotgrave^ NoUb,^ Feb, Wth^ 1861. 
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CANTO I 



fHARP of strains divine. 
Be evcF mine ! 
Thou muse of purest, sweetest power of song. 
Come, bear me cm thy glittexixig wings along. 

O may our notes be heard 
Above the tempest of discordant sounds 
Which rising skyward from the earth confoun ds 
And frights the vocal bird. 
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We sing the joys of life, 
Its care and strife, 
Its carking sorrows and its painful hours 
Shall but be touched to mitigate their powers. 

Our theme so great and high 
Shall le^d us on through fields of beautj rare ; 
And beckoning spirits in the pregnant air 

WiU point us to the sky. 

O soul ! O thought ! O mind ! 
Rise unconfined ! 
Outburst the fetters of the binding clay. 
And from thy prison boundings soar away ! 

Behold the tide of life ! 
*Tis varied as the surface of the ocean, 
Where glittering tints* and beautiful emotion 

Abound amid the strife. 

The world was made for man ! 
Though 'neath the ban 
Of the Almighty, suffering for a while, 
There's not a frown but yields unto a smile. 

The glorious sunlight breaks 
Upon the cloudy brow of every mountain. 
And healing streams glide gently from the fountain 

Of beauty's glassy lakes. 
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It is a beauteous world ! 
See here unfurled 
What scenes of splendour and magnificence, 
The treasured gifts of heaven's beneficence, 

Charm upon charm appears ; 
The eye is pleased, the ear is rendered glad, 
The heart will cast off every feeling sad. 

When nature's joys it shares. 

And shaU we then desire 
With vengeful ire, 
To hate the God-made beauties of the earth ? 
Shall we esteem them all as nothing worth. 

And grieve the ears of Heaven 
With speeches hard and bitter exclamation. 
Spuming in puny pride and low vexation 

What God in love has given ? 

In this our virtuous age 
The sacred page 
Is turned and wrested flippantly and free, 
And quoted oft to prove a theory 

In the fanatic's brain. 

Existing only like a misty dream. 

Whose murky shadows as a cavern streion 

Glide on in monstrous train. 
b2 
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Some tell us 'tis a crime 
To waste our time 
In contemplating such a 'scene as this* — 
A virtue to regard all things amiss 

Upon the earth below : 
And of the various wonders great and grand, 
Beauties and blessings from th' Almighty's hand, 

'Twere better not to know. 

This creed we'll ne'er adopt. 
It never dropped 
Adown from yonder everlasting hills, 
Whose light illumines and whose knowledge fills 

The brightest spots on earth ; 
But 'tb the offspring of erratic minds 
Whose narrow vision stolid ignorance blinds, 

And robs of social mirth. 

There is a joyful cry 

Runs through the sky, 
And echoes o'er creation's utmost bounds ! 
Hear it, ye mortals ! gladsome are the sotinds, 

'Tis music from above ! 
Rolling for ever in full cadence clear, 
Hark ! sweetly eddying on th' enraptured ear 

The chorus « God is love!" 
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Again, again, again. 

The glorious strain 
Is taken up by nature's lovely voice ; 
Her listening tribes repeat it and rejoice, 

No creature standing mute ; [sures 

Then why should' st thou, O man, begrudge the plea- 
Which some can fe^ in earth's delights and treasiires, 

O why woUld'st thou dispute ? 

O hear my muse aright ! 

She wings her flight, 
To sing no ribald rant or vulgar stxtdn, — 
To breathe a note unholy she'd disdain. 

We know the great command 
Which God unto His children long has given, 
" Ix)ve not the world, or ye shall forfeit heaven! " — 

So ateful and so grand. 

But here with instinct fine 
We draw the line ; 
We trespass not upon the great injunction, 
We arrogate no unbecoming function. 

But boldly we declare 
That glorious Nature in her wide domain, 
Virtue's delights and Beauty's golden reign 

Are not included here. 
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*Tis man perverse within, 
His haunts of sin, 
' His crooked ways, his base polluted sphere, 
His deeds of darkness, all his mad career, ' 

That answer to the word : 
- The prohibition on the balanced mind, 
Where reason rules with judgment unconfined, ' 
Shines like a flaming sword ! 

Love not the swearer's tongue. 
The drunkard's song, 
The fornicator's lust, the miser's treasure. 
The murmurer's misery, the spendthrift's pleasure ; 

Love not the liar's voice. 
The murderer's path, the eye of greedy gain^ 
The coveteous desire, the gambler's bane, 

The fool's unmeaning noise. 

Love not dishonest deeds, 
Nor love the weeds 
Which rankling grow around deceitful hearts ; ' 
Nor love the thought which malice oft imparts ; 

Love not the breath of slander, 
The lip of envy, nor the blood-stained hand 
Of black revenge, nor love with pride to stand. 

Nor love with sloth to wander. 
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Love not the scoffer's seat, 
Nor love to meet 
Witli reyeiry, and riot unrestrained. 
Nor love the haunts where youth»in vice is trained ; 

Love not the tyrant's rod ; 
Love not the infidePs hlasphenu)us plan; 
Love not the wicked ways and deeds of man, 

Bi^t love the works of God. 

The vorld full well we know 
Is full of wee. 
And sad disasters happen unto nmn, 
And clouds of darkness leave their awful han 

Upon the. scene to brood ; 
Rivers of tears from sorrow's gushing fount 
Flow ever onward, and anon a,mount 

Unto a swelling flood. 

A multitude of sighs ^ - 
Beseige the skies, 
And doleful sounds boojn o'er the vasty deep, 
Where creatiires dw^U and ruined empires sleep ; 

Wheng 9eas of blood and gore, 
Where wreck and ruin and disorder foul. 
Where wave on wave of desolation roll 

Upon the troubled shore. 
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But 18 tjiere not; a spring, 
A (Secret thing 
From whence the bitter waters most proceed, 
A germinating source of vicious seed, 

A deep unfathomed weU, 
yrhose poisonous streams for ever mar the fttce 
Of beauty, happiness, and lovely grace, 

Which on the earth would dwell ? 

That fount, that spring, that source. 
That secret force. 
Lies hidden deep within the heart of man! 
'Tis he who cheifly forms the cursed plan 

To work his fellows' ^oe I 
'Tis be who gives the night its darkest shade. 
Who causes every beauteous flower to fade 

Which otherwise would blow* 

'Tis he alone^ 'tis he 
Whose misery 
Is sought for by himself with greedy haste^ 
Whose soul and mind is but a mighty waste. 

Where horrid creatures dwell ; 
'Tis he whose shadow stands before the light, 
'Tis he who strives to curse and blast and blight^ 

And make the -earth a hell. ' 
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The troubles and the woes. 
The mortal throes. 
Which to our life do naturally adhere—- 
are they not enough for us to bear ? 

Then why will man create [through, 

Thoshe keener daHs which pierce him through and 
And bring about his sufierings not a few. 

And call them laws of fate ? 

But is there nought to love,. 
No power to move 
The noblest sympathies within the heart ; 
No fount 9pon the earth which can impart 

A stream of pleasure pure ? 
And must we live for naught but misery 
And must we ever groan and moan and sigh 

And fancied pain endure? 

And now we dare to ask. 
And take to task. 
The man who loves a mcelancholy creed. 
And callB himself a s^int in word and deed» 

Who taught him how to live ? 
Where did he get that eour austerity. 
That mind morose, that blank severity,— 

Can he an answer give? 
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And does religion then 
Encourage men 
To close their vision, hang their gloomy brows^ 
To love themselves, and live on holy vows, 

And all things else despise ? 
Does, it decree that men should crawl and creep. 
Averse to all things but to groan and weep 

Beneath the su^ny skies? 

A howliQg' wilderness. 

Of black distress, 
A vale o£ tears, a jonniey full of pains, 
A prison dark where man in vilest chains 

Is doomed to ch^J^ and mourn ! 
A chamel house, a desert wild and drear 
Where brambles, thotos, and goblin ghosts, appear 

At every winding turn ! 

This is the pictured scene 
That comes between 
The vision of enthusiasts and Heaven ! 
They fancy mortal life was only given 

To burden and torment ! 
We covet not their dark and dreary creed. 
We leave them on their bitter food to feed, 

And go our way content. 
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This is tibe sober view, 
Or false, or true, 
Which my unlettered muse presumes to take 
Of the great question here we have at stake ! 

If false she takes the blame 
Of ignoiunce and liberty of thought ; 
If true her notes of heaven inspired and taught, 

Shall reap immortal fame. 

But let us ncit prolong 
Our lofty song 
With strains discordant to the well-tuned ear ; 
It charms us not those grating notes to hear ; 

Then haste we on to sing 
The hymn of truth whose numbers all aglow 
With harmony in happy chords shall flow 

Like carols in the spring. 
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CANTO II. 

fE live to love the beautiful. 
The noble, good, and true ; 
Ee Holy and the virtuous. 
With yeainingi ever new. 

It is a pleasant task for man 

To cast his eyes abroad. 
And count the blessings he receives- 

'Twill lighten half his load. 

There is a lesson to be learnt 
In nature'6 glorious school ; 

There is a language there addressed 
To every carping fool. 
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There is a mystic harmony, 

A mighty song of praise, 
Arising ever to the skies 

In sweet enchanting lays. 

The patriarch in days of old 

Went forth to meditate ; 
And in the fields at eventide * ' 

Did on his Maker wait. 

Another saw with wondering eyes 

The God of nature true. 
When glories of creative power ^ 

Were held up to his view. 

The bard of Israel ^Iso sings 

In sweetly echoing strains. 
That o'er the fulness of the earth 

The Lord Almighty reigns. 

Christ gave His wondrous thoughts to man 

In parables and signs ; 
And nature's works He oft employed 

T' illustrate His designs. 
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There are two books of wisdom then 
Wide open to our view,— 

The Bible is the work of God, 
And nature's Bible too: 

There's pleasure in the sacred streams 
Which, beautiful and grand, 

Hun ever through her wide domains. 
And dance on every hand. 

Go then, O man, and take the cup 
Which she so freely gives ; 

Drink well, drink deep, for in its depths 
A quickening influence lives. 

Gq, listen to the wild bird's song 

Upon the forest tree ; 
And school thy heart to cheerfulness, 

And sweet humility. 

•Go to the gates of solitude, 
And gird thyself around 
With garland wreaths of sympathy, 
Which plenteous there abound. 
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Go to the summer woods, and hear 

The rolling harmony, 
Which in full diapason swells 

Upon the deep blue sky. 

Go to the groves and shady dells« 
Lay open there thy mind ; 
Receive the whisperings as they come 
Upon the gentle wind* 

Go to the glades and sylvan nooks. 

And breathe the fragrant air ; 
Count up the thousand beauteous tints 

Which lie embowered there. 

Go forth upon the dewy morn, 
And hail the balmy eve, 
. Converse with nature's joyous tribes, 
And blessings there receive. 

Go view creation from the sun 

And stars which nightly glow, 
To stately tree or mossy fern 

Which in the forest grow. 



24 tRE FI^EA8T7B28 OF I.IFB. 

Examine with th' astronomer, 

Or with th* optician^s aid. 
What wonders in infinity 

Of beauty God hath made. 

There's pleasure in the solemn awe. 

The admiring gratitude. 
With which a mind devout- and pure 

Will always be endued. 

There is a s^rk in everjc breast, 

A light in every eye, 
Which fanned by gentle gales of love 

Would moimt a flame on high. 

We live to love our fellow men, 
To make the earth a heaven, 
To lighten care whene'er we can — 

For this our life was given. 

There's pleasure when the heart conceives 

A motive just and good ; 
A pleasure when the hand will aid 

In staying sorrow's flood. 
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There's pleasure when our duty's done. 

And conscience well approves ; 
O, then a sweet and holy peace 

Across the spirit moves. 

There's pleasure in the quiet miiid» 

Contemplative and calm ; 
Serenely shedding over life 

Its own delightful balm. 

There's pleasure in the glorious art 

Of doing all things well ; 
When philanthropic objects pure 

The inner bosom swell. 

There's pleasure in the young desire 

For happiness and truth ; 
There's pleasure in the ruddy glow 

Upon the cheeks of youth. 

We live to love, we love to live, 

And cherish every ray 
Which darts upon us from the source 

Of everlasting day. 
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There is a calm, a deep aereae. 

Upon the ocean's breaatt 
When stormy windaaie gathered up 

On golden clouds to rest. 

So earth would be a paradise, 

A blooming flowery field, 
If charity would over all 

Her gentle sceptre wield. 

There's pleasure when the heart forgives. 
And clouds are made to fly ; 

A lustrous halo spans the soul, 
Like rainbow tints on high. 

There's rapture in the loving look 

That chases tears away ; 
As when the simbeam paints the drop 

Upon the hawthorn spray. 

There's pleasure when a kind word falls, 
Like dew upon the ground ; 

When blades of tender feelings spring 
In clusters all aroimd. 
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To love, and to be loved again. 

With honest heaits and tarae. 
Is joy angelic heze below^ 

A rapture ever new. 

' Tis pleasure when we fondly gaae 
On beauty's noble stock ; 
When gems of love, like glittering stars^. 
Around the heart wiU flock.. 

'Tis pure enchantment to recline 

In virtue's circling arms ; 
When purity and modest worth 

Will add a thousand charms, » 

There's pleasure in the holy thought, 

Which, like the evening star, 
Will gfandly shine, supremely bright, 

With lustre seen afar. 

There's pleasure in the great designs 

Which labour in. the heart, 

To live for others, and tu act 

A manly noble parL 
c2 
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There's pleasure in a happy home 
Where holy bonds are seen ; 

Where sweet contentment ever reigns 
A graceful jewelled queen. 

Where golden chords of sympathy 

Around the' circle twine ; 
So magical, so mystical, 

So lovely and divine. 

Where innocence, like morning lark. 

Will carol clear and loud ; 
Where love's the ever rising sun, 

Unknown to spot or cloud. 

Where peace reflects the dancing rays, 

Like rosy tinted lake ; 
Whose sacred shores no surging storms 

Will ever dare to shake. 

Where cheerfulness in merry smiles, 

Like tinkling crystal rills. 
Runs ever musical through all, 

An antidote for ills. 
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Where virtue like the full orb'd moon 

In placid glory shines. 
Where sweet forbearance sheds perfume, 

like groves of scented pines. 

Where grace and wisdom hover near. 

As guardian angels bright, 
And cast their influence o'er the whole, 

At morning, noon, and night. 

O, such a home is but the type 

Of everlasting rest, 
A foretaste in a small degree, 

A picture of the blest. 

And many, surely, are the types 

My muse delights to sing. 
In this our free and happy land 

Where every man's a king. 

There's pleasure in the noble hall 

Where wealth and plenty dwell ; 
If such a picture, pure and bright, 

Be imitated well. 
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There's plea:8Urein the poor man's home. 

Though frugal be his^ fare, 
If such a light reflects upon 

The happy faces there. 

While sunny hours a&d galdeh flowers 

Come bHssfuI on' the wing. 
With social joys, without vdloys, 

And merry songs 'to sing. 

There's pleasure in the earth for all, 

In fountcuns rich and pure, 
And every dark and gloomy soul 

May find a speedy cure. 
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CANTO III. 

fH, would that we might ever fondly sing 
Of happiness upon the earth below ; 
That we could on the joy bells ever ring. 
And naught but smooth and gentle music know. 

But now tny muse must take another flight. 
In solemn tones must strike the lyre anew ; 

Stem truth compels it — gives us here the right 
To hold the mirror up to mortal view. 

** There is a way whicih deemeth right to man, 
But in the end thereof it kads to death f 
There is a pleasure and there is a plan^ 
Where poison lurks as in the adder's breath t 
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Man like the blind wonn flounders in the ndre^ 
Heedless and reckless of his devious way ; 

Ne'er lifts his head to prosper and aspire. 
But grovels there to every foe a prey. 

He takes for pleasure what is really pain. 
And drinks the cup of bitterness and gall ; 

Renews his efforts o'er and o'^r again, 
Till ruin swallows up his mental alL 

His mind is wrecked, his soul is dark within, ' 
Perceptiveness has no existence there ; 

His path of life is shadowed o'er with sin. 
And for his future he bestows no care. 

A thousand ills which walk upon the earthy 
And on the surface leave their hideous trail; 

Are but the offspring of a sinful birth. 
Whose scene and circumstance dark shadows ^eil. 

Some trace tlie cause of human misery 
Up to the scource and fountain of all life ;— * -. 
" What must be will be of necessity, 

Against ctur fate tis useless then to strive J/ . 
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« 'TU Providence," they cry -^' God's holy ivill," 
Th^t each and such events ate brought to pass, 
A pious sigh is heaved, and tears will fill 
The eyes of all the sancdmonious mass. 

'Tis blasphemy i 'tis base hypocrisy ! 

Gtoi wills not half what happens unto man ! 
Why charge the Ruler of the earth and sky, 

With such a cruel, base, outrageous plan ? 

Man has a will, he also has a power,—- 
For good ov ill he has a mighty sway ; 

'Tis exercised through every passing hour,— 
He guides his actions to what end he may. ' 

The glutton gloats and gorges o'er his feast, 

Rpgardless of great nature's righteous laws ; 
He falls a victim, dies like any beast,-— 
.;^Wag Providence the all procuring cause? 

The drunkard fills his measure higher and £dgher^ 
And ittrains his heart vrithont a single pause, 

Till death arrives wilh sudden force and dire—* 
Was Providence the sole procuring cause ? 



34 THB P£S^8irBI8 07 LirX« 

The rafexiags which a father oft entajb' 
Upon his oi&pring to the third ^Aegree,-^ 

The bitter pains, the pierctng ondnight waik«-« 
Did Providence oi!dain snch misery ? 

The sins of youth, headlong, debauched and wild. 
Prepare the victim for a suffering age,-** 

A body ruined and a mind bespoiled^ 
Did Providence bequeath the heritage ? 

Thus through a catalogue of human woes, 
We might pass on a doleful sight to see ; 

And find that man of all his fuicied foes 
Is to himself the greatest enemy ! 

There is a watchful providential eye,— - 

An arm omnipotent for ever near, 
Oft shielding men wjien danger's shoals are nigh,' 

Oft guarding them through moments dark and drear. 

Instead bi evil aye prodoeing good. 

Reluctant oft: a righteous blow to strike ; 

Giving the ravens all their needful food, 
And blessing all the mulititude alike. 
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Qo then^' O man, examine all tilings well, 
Say not that Providenee did this br that^ 

When (awfill thought) it may have been from hell, 
By Satan piMqpted and by sin begat ! 

Sow not l^e seeds of folly in thy lyreast. 
Cloud not the sunshine of thy happy home ; 

Take no ill favoured one to be thy guest, 
Quard well the portals of the sacred dome. 

Who makes the world a howling wUdemess, 
Who checks the flowing streams of pure delight, 

Who poisons pleasure and promotes distress. 
Alarms the day and horrifies the night? 

The man of mad ambition- s fdl designs. 
Who lights thfi brands of .fiery fiaming war ! 

Who with the legions, of despair combines 
The skies to blacken, and the earth to mar ! 

The selfish m^ whose gree^ look would freeze 
The sunshine of a ftousand .hearts to. stone ! 

Whose grasping hand would e'en the vitals sieze 
Of prospects shining brighter than his own ! 
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Whose narrow heart and ill begotten soul, 
Can hug and cherish but a single thought ! 

Whose one idea his actions all control, 

Whose life to others ne'er but misery brought. 

The murmurer who finds continual fault, 
Drags out his days and acts a joyless part ; 

Who to the earth instead of savoured salt, 
Brings but the essence of a thankless heart. 

# 

The fretful man with bad contracted brow. 
Who poisons all the atmosphere aroimd ; 

Makes misery he knows not why or how. 
And shuns the presence of a cheerful sound. 

The slanderer whose tongue is blistered o'er 
With homy scales, insensible and hard; 

Who wafts his venomed breath from shore to shore. 
And wounds his neighbour when he's off his guard | 

The evil tempered man who like a fire- 
More dangerous the nearer you approadi— 

Will spit his spite, his envy, and his ire, * ' 

Oe'r all ^o on his little soul encroach. -■'- '- 
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The melancholy man who moans and sighs, 

Ima^gines evil in a thousand shapes, 
Creating bugbears in the earth and skieSy 

And with a shroud his every blessing drapes. 

Whose mind is clouded with foreboding fears, 
Who meets a trouble, trembles with alarm ; 

Qroans 'neath the burden of his self made cares, 
And cries for help against a fancied harm. 

The reckless man whose mind is Hke a sea. 

Where stormy passions chaos-like are whirling,— 

Engulphing vortex, mad velocity. 

The wretched victim to destruction huding. 

And thus again we might pursue the list, 
And trace the causes of a host of woes ; 
^And $iid that in the human heart exist 
.The fountains whence the deadly virus flows. 

But why look darkly on the chequered scene ? 

We. love not thus to stay the muse's wing ; 
Then haste we on to atmospheres serene, 

A nobler and a sweeter song to mtg. 



QK^^^^^ 



CANTO rST. 

Life is in itself a blessing 

Streaming from a fonnt above, 
Ever flowing. 
Ever glowing. 
Ever gleaming fall of love 

See the myriad tribes of nature, 
Every family and grade. 
They employ it. 
They enjoy it. 
Thankful they were ever made. 

Birds are singing, lambs are sporting, 
. Daisy lifts its lovely head ; 
Sweet devotion. 
Soft emotion, 
Hoveif o'er the violet's bed. 
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Mom with golden glances flashing 
Beams upqn the tinied lull ; ^ 

Bees are humming, 

Joy is coming. 
Dancing on the sparkling rill. 

Evening brings a rosy splendour, 
Softly gushing harmony ; . 

Ever blendjng. 

Ever sending. 
Pure enchantment o*er the lea* 



Charming sounds and mystic voices 
Edho thipugh the sylvan sbisne:; 

All conspiring^ ' •::..-; 

Soul inspiring, 
Eddyii^ on the deep serene. 



Beauty paints the vales and meadows. 
Life adorns the mountAin side ; 

Music thrilling. 

Ever filling 
Hearts with joy's voluptuous tide. 
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Sunbeams bearing health and plenty, 
Zephyiy laden with delight, 
Ever fluttering, 
Ever muttering 
Songs of gladness in their flight. 

Deep within the fragrant recess. 
In the greenwood's leafj shade, 

On the mountain. 

By the fountain. 
Life and glory never fade. 

Why should man alone be weeping ? 
Why should he alone be sad ? 

Ever mourning. 

Never turning. 
Where deliverance may be had. 



He is but a gloomy creature. 
Sorrowing on the earth alone, 
Oft declining, — 
Chafing, whining. 
To detraction ever prone. 
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In his best estate he wanders 
From the paths of rectitude, 
Oft desponding. 
Oft despairing, 
Oft deyoid of gratitude. 



In a dark unguarded moment, 
Causing bitter tears to flow, 
Oft repenting, 
Oft relenting. 
Oft deploring self made woe. 

Earth is still divinely glorious, 
Chequered though her surface be ; 

Still win flourish. 

Still will nouri^ 
Beauty and felicity. 

Spots there are upon her bosom. 
Still resembling Eden's bloom ; 
Rapture teeming. 
Gleaming, beaming. 
Aye dispelling dismal gloom. 
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See the earth regenerated. 
Hear the universal song ; 

Every nation. 

Rank and station, 
Bear the mighty sounds along I 

Hear the torrents of destruction, 
. Hear the floods of vice and crime. 
Cease their roaring. 
Stay their pouring. 
Merge into a stream sublime. 

See the earth bereft of evil, 
Sorrow's fountain gathered up, 
Curses banished. 
Darkness vanished. 
Naught but blessings in the cup. 

Night is passing, day is coming. 
Rise unto the light divine ; 

Wisdom cherish, 

Folly perish, 
Never murmur or repine. 
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Present life is but the prelude 
To a golden life above. 

When the duty 

And the beauty 
Of the heart will be to love. 



Let us then look on each other 
As a holy brotherhood ; 

Love begetting, 

Sins forgetting. 
Doing universal good. 

Life's too short for bitter feelings. 
Here's no room for aught but bliss, 

Ever bless us. 

And caress us, 
With a sweet forgiving kiss. 

Always cheerful, never tearful, 

Go we on our gladsome way ; 

Aye rejoicing. 

Loudly voicing 

Songs of gladness all the day. 
i>2 
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Always panting, never wanting. 
For a conscience pure and free ; 
Joy begetting. 
Never fretting, 
Ever full of heartfelt glee. 



Let ua glory and grow hoary. 
In obeying holy laws ; 
Ever living, 
Alway striving 
For a noble, righteous cause. 



Let us all good feeling cherish 
As we toil and never cease ; 
Ever singing, 
Ever bringing 
Fruits of goodness, works of peace. 



Help another, bless a brother. 
Pour a balm and heal a wound, 
Work together,-^ 
Wind nor weather, 
Bursts the ties by which you're bound. 
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Poor and healthy, strong and wealthy, 
All should help and all respond ; 
Ever toiling, 
Never spoiling 
Friendship's true and holy bond. 



There's a pleasure, there's a treasure, 
In the sweet fraternity, 

Dying never, 

Happy ever. 
Destined for eternity. 



Mortals ! view your high vocation 
Formed for immortality. 

Noble creatures, 

Glorious features. 
Full of power and majesty. 

Ever progress, never falter. 
Angel eyes are looking on ; 
Heirs to pleasure, 
Without measure. 
When the battle's nobly won. 
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High exalted, well created. 
Lord of all beneath the skies ; 

E'er improving. 

Ever moTing, 
Made to flourish, made to rise. 

Here's the duty of the preacher. 
Here's the mission of the bard,— 

Upward leading, 

Ever pleading. 
Faithful sentrj, watchful guard. 



CANTO V. 

fY muse shall now a survey .tiJce 
A glorious iuvent'ry to make ; 

Promiscuous holding to your eyes 
Joys and plieasures as they rise. 

In a garland, in a string 

Pearls and diamonds she shall bring. 

Naming what she takes to be, 
Beauty, truth and purity. 

Body full of joyous health. 
Means of gaining needful wealth ; 

Mind serene, and conscience clear, 
Heart unknown to alAviah fear ; 
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Temper sweet, and judgment fine. 
Head where sense and reason join ; 

Souls expanded, full of thought. 
Tongues devout, divinely taught. 

Gentle words, and loving looks,. 
Cheerful voices, pleasant books ; 

Rosy children, happy wife-. 
Social circles free from strife ; 

Love for aU humanity. 
Hate for all profanity ; 

Conversation fr^e from blame^ 
Well earned character and namev 

The presence of a faithful friend. 
The place where soft emotions blend ; 

A will xengned whade'er may be» 
A charter for eternity. 

Simple trust in providence. 
Self securing, confidence ;, 
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Language pure, a bearing bland, 
A liberal heart, an open hand. 

Essence of civility. 
Beauty of docility ; 

Grandeur of gentility. 
Greatness of ability ; 

Goodness of simplicity. 
Sunshine of felicity ; 

Germs of true nobility. 
Blessings of tranquillity ; 

Refinement in a high degree ; 
Behaviour, honest, frank, and free ; 

Contentment blooming like a flower. 
Duty well done every hour ; 

Grace of pure accomplishmenty 
Merits of a good intent ; 

Smiles of heaven bom charity^ 
Lives of regularity. 
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Sabbaths with their golden hours, 
Chimings from the old grey towers ; 

Songs of gladness which arise. 
Echoing through the deep blue skies ; 

Peaceful rest, and deep serene, 
Sacred influence o'er the scene, 

Quietude and rapt delight. 
Holy pleasures pure and bright. 

Walks into the Summer woods. 
Rambles where enchantment broods ; 

Language of the birds and flowers, 
Chantings in the groves and bowers ; 

Fragrance of the rural nook. 
Gentle purlmgs of the brook ; 

Thoughts by nature's voice inspired. 
Feelings wrought, and fancy fired. 

Cultivated garden sweets, 
Rosy bowers, snug retreats. 
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Ivy mantled shady grots, 
Floweiy banks and snany spots. 

Winding paths with beauty bordered. 
Lovely mansions, parks well ordered. 

Glassy lake, and velvet lawn 
Forest glade and sprightly fawn. 

Music, charmer of the heart. 
Heavenly solace to impart 

Pleasures of a Winter's night. 
Merry fire so warm and bright, 

Happy faces round the hearth. 
Flowing tides of glee and mirth ; 

Simple games, and jocund laughter, 
Well told tale with moral after ; 

Binging voices sweet and cleari 
Sympathetic feelings there. 

The yearnings of a constant love. 
Wisdom coming from above ; 
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Golden fancies pure and bright, 
Thoughts with angels wings bedight ; 

Genial sunshine in the soul ; 
Harmonies which o'er us roll. 

Glory dancing through the heart ; 
Beams which on the memory dart. 

Appetite for angels' food. 

Love for all that's just and good, 

*' Oil of gladness," soothing, kind. 
Music of a quiet mind ; 

Hands that wipe away a tear. 
Language which dispels a fear : 

Holy day and peaceful night, 

A heaven bom soul in upward flight. 




^kritems ^MB. 



A PLEA FOR ENGLAND'S HEATHEN. 

Earnest Christians look around you. 
Search the ground on every hand ; 

Sin and misery surround you — 
Darkness in a sunlit land. 

Talk of missions to the heathen 

O'er the water far away ! 
Talk of men and tribes benighted, 

And without the gospel's ray ! 
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It is well, and your endeavours 
No confining bounds should know, 

Let the Bible and its teachers 
To the world's far corner go. 

Is it then across the ocean 
Only that such work is found ; 

No ! amid fair England's glories. 
Spots as black as night abound. 

Ye who dwell in fertile valleys 
Ye whose mansions crown the hill ; 

View the cities, courts and alleys,— 
Pity then your hearts should fill. 

Near the splendid halls of commerce, 
Close upon the light of day ; 

Dens of darkness are abounding 
Filled with Satan's easy prey. 

In most hideous forms pollution 
like the ranklings on a marsh. 

Flourishes without obstruction. 
And in bloated pride doth march. 
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There behold the wretched beings, 

Libels on the human form. 
In their filthy vileness wallowing 

On a level with the worm. 

See the head of God's creation, 

Man, of nature's tribes the king. 
Self debased and self degraded, 

Lower than the vilest thing. 

See the father's frightful passions, 

Hear the hellish strife begin ; 
See the base disgusting mother 

Sunk in misery, drowned in gin. 

See the children ! shades of darkness I 

What a sight do they present ! 
He that sees them without pity 

Has a heart naught can indent. 

See the motley crowd together. 
Hear the loud blaspheming tongues, 

Yoong and old in horrid discord. 
Cursing, bawling drunken songau 
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Veil'd in darkness, isolated. 
There they bold their revelry ; 

Hell on earth is there triumphant 
There is every devilry. 

Hark ! the Sabbath bells are chiming, 
Sabbath music fills the air. 

Loving faces greet each other, 
Voices join in earnest prayer. 

Happy children now come trooping 
* Neath the sunlit Sabbath sky ; 

To the house of God they hasten, 
There to send their songs on high. 

Enter now yon den of darkness, 
Surely sin has lost its powers ; 

Alas ! its horrid strength increases 
Through the Sabbath's holy hours. 

Cursing, drinking, gambling, fighting. 
There the wretches you will see ; 

As the chimes come o'er them stealing 
They are hailed with mockery. 
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They know not of God their Makei:, 
Never worshipped at His throne ; 

Never heard of Christ the Saviour, 
How His love for man was shewn. 

Darkness mantles o'er and ronnd them, 
Black as midnight are their souls ; 

Hearts they have like nether millstones ; 
Satan every thought controls. 

Active Christians, here's your mission. 

Here's the field for holy love ; 
Sweet benevolence and mercy 

Here their constancy may prove. 

Ye who have this world's possessions. 

Mind the GospeUs golden role ; 
Cloth the naked, teach the ignorant. 

Give your aid to Church and School. 

Riehes are the best expended 

When they work th' immortal good 

Of the destitute and helpless 
In this world of sin and blood. 

B 
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Ladies I use your heavenly mfluencey 
Turn that wretched mother's heart 

Teach her how to be a womarif 
How to act a mother's part. 

Britain ! thou art high exalted. 
In most things thou dost excel ; 

Let thy fame in this be noted. 
Let the world thy praises tell. 

Fi:om the nurseries and hotbeds 
Of the foulest vice and crime, 

Bring thy poor benighted children 
To the rays of light sublime. 

Stem the torrent, turn the current. 
Purge those filthy haunts of sin 

"Where the hell-bound victims perish,— 
Hasten— now the work begin. 

Heal their wounds, reform their dwellings. 
Give them sunshine, breath, and air, 

Luminate their minds with knowledge. 
Words of life O let them hear. 
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Men of influence, Preachers ! Christians ! 

Let your zeal and love ne'er cool ; 
And remember England's heathen. 

Teach them virtue's golden rule. 



b2 
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TO THE WOBKING MEN OF ENGLAND. 



Ye British crowds, ye bardy sons of toil. 

Ye town pent wights, ye tiUers of the soil. 

Mechanics, miners, artizans, and hinds. 

Who grapple with the waters, steam, and winds ; 

Great Britain's glory, and her strong right arm. 

The world's great wonder, and the world's alarm ! 

Brothers, o'er you my muse desires to bend. 

Anxious to cheer you like a truthful friend. 

O, that she could a clarion trumpet blow, 

The silvery echoes through the land should go, — 

Should rouse the valleys and awake the hills. 

The fields, the workshops, factories, and mills ; 

O, I would wish with rapture and delight 

To fill the soul of every toiling wight, — 

To pour sweet music into every wound. 
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To chase away all soirow from the ground. 

Lift up your heads ye labour stiicken poor. 
And let the light pass through your every door ; 
Be not like worms that grovel in the mire, 
Which cannot to one single thought aspire ; 
Be not like beasts which groan beneath a stroke. 
And only live to bear their master's yoke ; 
But rise, enjoy the glorious rights of man, 
1Vork out the details of your Maker's plan. 
That we should labour is His great command. 
And this decree has gone through every land ; 
And crowds of poor will ever fill the earth, 
So long as generations have a birth. 
But labour ne'er passed on us to disgrace 
Our lofty nature, or to spoil our race ; 
And poverty, though oft our flesh it grinds. 
Was ne'er intended to enslave our minds. 
Come then, my brothers, know your destiny, 
And read your title in the sunlit sky. 
The man is not one whit the less a man. 
Because his lot is under labour's plan. 
God has implanted in the human breast 
A soul immortal, power supremely blest ; 
And high born men, the great ones of the earth. 
Can never claim it as sole right of birth ; 
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"lis given tx) all without discrimination, 
Without respect to rank, or birth or station. 
The toil stained garment God does not despise^ 
But fnan b man,— as such he lives and dies. 
Here all are equal, no distinctions known. 
The miner with the monarch on his throne. 
They take their stand each in his simple right. 
As creatures serving in their Maker's sight. 
The thinking power, the immortal parts the sattid 
In the poor hind as in the son of fame. 
The noble soul, the moral dignity. 
May fire a king's and light a peasant's eye. 
Then grovel now no longer in the mire- 
Let truth and knowledge all your souls inspire. 
Be with your station and your lot content. 
But to improve your minds be fully bent. 
Instead of wrangling o'er a pot of beer. 
Learn wisdom yonder, and instruction here. 
Instead of wasting precious hours of time 
In those pursuits which lead to vice and crime. 
Seek after that which would exalt your souls-^ 
Drink at the stream which now so near you rolls ;~ 
The stream of knowledge and the floods of lights 
Which would illumine e'en the darkest night, 
And cheer the heart of every conscious swain. 
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Fill many a void, and hinder many a pain. 
O, why should we sink low in being's scale, 
And wander fiu: beyond pure Wisdom's pale f 
O, why should we neglect to cultivate 
The God-sent talents which can make us great? 
There's naught in toil to weigh us down so low 
That we may never see the blessings flow ; 
There's dignity in labour — ^work and sing. 
For labour e'en would not disgrace a king. 
Then rise, ye toil-«rom sons of Britain, rise! 
Be fools no longer, but be good and wise. 
Knowledge to you her ample page unfolds. 
Invites your taste, but your neglect she scolds ; 
Your ancestors ne'er saw the glorious light 
Which bursts upon your highly-favoured sight. 
Then take advantage of the swelling tide, 
And add unto your country's righteous pride. 



o^igH^Cro 
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LINES. 



'Tis true, most true, I love the "maid divine,"' 

And could I win her smiles it should be mine 

'To sing incessant of all " glorious things," 

To soar away on Fancy's golden wings. 

To strike the lyre on every noble theme, 

And with delights my heaven-born song shoiild teem 

I'd sing of Nature in the fields and woods. 

For her I love in all her changeful moods ; 

My song shall rise, at early morn, on high. 

And with the lark's should penetrate the sky ; 

At eventide, beside some crystal stream. 

When through the vista starts the slanting beam 

Of sunset, which would to my view unfold 

The rippling waters tinged with sparkling gold ; 

I'd stay and join my music with the thrush, 

Or with the blackbird in some neighbouring bush. 
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Of all the beauties which adorn the Spring, 
And grace the summer months, O I woidd sing. 
Brown Autumn also should inspire my muse. 
And Winter should have subjects that I'd choose. 
The falling leaf, the storm, the b^lmy breeze. 
The tiny daises, and the towering trees ; 
The rushing torrent, and the murmuring rill. 
The variegated dale, the pine clad hill, 
The feathery snow flake, and the blooming field. 
The naked hedgerow and the flowers that yield 
ITieir fragrant incense, borne on zephyr's wing. 
In shady bowers here birds in thousands sing ;^ 
The noonday sun, the moon's pale silvery beam. 
The glittering stars, the meteor's fiery stream, ' 
Tbie hoar frost's beauteous gems, the morning dew. 
The golden clouds, the sky serenely falue ;^- 
These all have charms for me — on these I'd dwell. 
And of their varied beauties I would tell. 
Fd also sing of Providence and Grace, — 
The ways of Qod to man I'd love to trax^e. 
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OLD ENGLAND. 



Dear native isle ! 
Land of the brave and birthplace of the free ; 
The stranger^s refuge and the exile's home ; 
Blest country of the wisest and the best 
Of all the scattered kindred of mankind ; 
Thy fame is spread o'er all the earth abroad ; 
Thy power is felt and seen. Thy glorious namA» 
And brightest honour and transcendent deeds. 
Outshine the dimmer glories of the rest 
Of the existing nations of the world, ^ 

As doth the sun in heaven's high firmament 
Eclipse the lesser orbs. Thy products fill 
The earth, and thy huge ships in countless numbers 
Do plough the waters of each distant sea 
With richest freights, and triumph o'er the deep. 
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Thy broad possessions and extensive lands — 

East) we^t, and sunny south, pour out their stored 

Into thy bosom. Teeming millions' tongues 

In climes removed as east is from the west 

Now learns the accents of thy thrilling languii^« 

Thy cities, towns, and quiet villages 

Bask in the light of God's most holy Word. 

The gospel trumpet echoes through the land ; 

Thy children hear it as it waxes loud 

In temples numerous. Thy godly sons. 

With holy zeal, and faith, and love inspired^ 

Face the dread perils of the flood and flre 

To pour the tidings of a Saviour's Name 

Into the heathen and the savage ear. 

Thy virtuous Queen sits on a righteous throne^ 

Established on that firm and sure foundation, 

A people's love. O England, thou art great 

And very high ! Above all lands thou art blest ! 

As shines the moon above the stars of night, 

And as the lofty peak above the chain 

Of lower mountains lifts its towering form. 

So thou amongst the nations dost appear^ 

^he King of Kings has high exalted thee 

Above the common height. And hast thou reached 

Tho eenith of thy power ? And must thou fall 
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And bite the dust? May the great God forbid! 

Though ancient Egypt, Greece, and mighty Rome 

Did riae and flourish and then die away. 

It argues not that thou should' st be o'erthrown* - 

Greece, Rome, and Egypt ne'er were great like thee. 

The Bible freely read and understood 

Is the broad base on which thy greatness rests. 

England ! dear home, 'tis Christianity, 

Whose glorious light shines through the mighty whole. 

The life blood of thy noble institutions — 

Procuring cause of all thy power and wealth — 

The spring and fountain of thy blessed freedom — 

The ground work of thy true and righteous laws — 

'Tis this, O land ! which makes thee what thou art. 

Remember, then, from whence thy greatness comes. 

Great Britain ! listen to the high commands 

Of Him who ruleth all the events of time. 

Obey His word, and thou shalt firmly stand. 

Thy sins are great and very numerous, 

And thou dost need the rod once in a while 

To bring thee to thy senses. Shades of night. 

Thick clouds, and darkness, may o'ershadow thee. 

And for a time thy glory may be hid ; 

But, when thou'rt chastened, turn thee and repent. 

And thou shalt come forth as the risbg sun. 
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And unto higher honours shalt attain—- 
A lamp unto the nations, and a light 
To all the darkened comers of the earth 
Shalt thou for ever be. 
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OLD ENGLAND PASSES THEO' A CLOUD. 



Old England passes tlirough a cloud 

And mourns her sons and daughters nkin ; 

The rampant lion roars aloud. 
And fiercely shakes his fiery mane. 

But see how eager for the fight 
Her hero warriors rush away ; — 

Stem justice nerves the arm of mighty 

, And sacred valour wins the day. 

Say not that England's time is o'er. 
That all her martial spirit's gone ; 

Say not that she can fight no more. 
That all her glorious deeds axe done. 
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'Tis false ! though slow she lifts her ann. 

Reluctant first to strike the hlow ; 
But when it falls it spreads alarm, 

And puts to silence every foe. 

Now Russia wakes her dreadful ire 

And strives to aim a deadly stroke ; 
Then India's rebel chiefs conspire 

With murderous arm to break her yoke. 
But, O, how vain their efforts are, 

How weak are all their strong displays ! 
"When England sounds the trump of war. 

The natipns hear it in amaze. 

Our land is passing through a cloud 

More glorious yet to reappear ; 
The mourning garb, the funeral shroud 

Shall quickly pass and disappear. 
In righteous wrath she visits all 

The base disturbers of her peace, 
Her foes before her power shall fall, 

And every hideous war cry cease. 
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THE SOUL. 



Amid the busy turmoil and tlie strife / 

Of mortal life. 
The soul's great yearnings and high aspirations 
* Are sometimes quenched and crushed. 

And the soft music of her voice is hushed 

By stormy inundations, 
Which roll upon her from the outer world. 

But such an offspring of immortal birth, 

Though chained to earth. 
And hampered oft with earth's associations. 

Will sometimes soar away, 
And seek the regions of eternal day, 

Where heavenly >generations 
Look down upon her from their native sky. 
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Oft in the stUlness of the midnight hour 

The magic power 
Of some immortal agency descends 

Into the inner man, 
Purges his vision, and gives him to scan 

The world where beauty blends 
With love and joy and ever youthful Hfe. 

There is a stream, an ever-flowing tide, 

Both deep and wide, 
Beneath the surface of this busy world. 

Whereon our spirits sail, 
On, onward wafted by Time's pressing gale, 

With stretching sheets unfurFd, 
Fast bearing outward to the mighty deep. 
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ATTEACTION, 

I 
TO A 0OBPTZO. 



There is a law, a nnirersal law. 

By Newton first made known to wondering man, 

A law by which tiie movements of the irorlds, 

The Sims and systems of the umverse 

Are governed and upheld. Stupendous power. 

And wisdom infinite ordained the same, 

And deviation from it ne'er is known. 

Attraction ! wond'rous power I See how the orbs. 

The mighty globes, each in its spacious path 

Ethereal through the round of teeming space — 

Each moment winging on its fieiy way— 

Are subject to the ever binding law. 

The secondary round the primary, 

The primaries around the centre whirling 

Together bound by force centripetaL 
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O wisdom infinite ! Almighty Lord ! 
Thy grand designs to contemplative minds 
Are themes for ever. Let the infidel. 
With soul to common sense and reason blind, 
Rave o'er his cups about the law of matter, 
Th' established laws of nature, and the rest 
Of his most dark and desolating creed. 
But, let him know that it requires a stretch 
Of faith far greater than the balanced mind 
Can reach to conprehend what he believes, 
That there is not a God. O dark indeed 
And fearful is the state of any soul 
To venture on such madman's wild assertions. 
This glorious law alone tells out aloud 
The influence of the universal King, 
Did e'er the earth forget her daily motion ? 
Did e'er the moon forget to shew her face, 
Or cease to draw the ever restless tide ? 
Did e'er the sun from yonder western sky 
Return to gild the mom ? Not so, not so ! 
Then why ascribe to chance the work of God ? 
Let the great law work in thy sinful heart 
And draw it up unto the throne of God ; 
And let no force repellent longer drive 
Thy soul from the great centre of all good. 
v2 
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WAR. 



The curse! the curse! the black, the withering curse. 

The pest, the scourge, the dire calamity ! 

The scorching, blasting, devastating fire ! 

The hell-blown wind of headlong mad destruction ! 

The scathing breath of desolating demons ! 

Horror of horrors ! Darkest night of nights 1 

Ruin and death and hell together linked ! 

The curse, the curse sweeps o' er the trembling earth. 

And shrouds the beaming heavens ! Mourn, nature, 

mourn. 
Mourn every creature that hath eyes to weep ! 
Let every heart that beats with feeling grieve. 
The war-fiend bellows loud his horrid cry ! 
Upon the plains of yonder continent, 
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Where blush the beauties of the opening Summer, 
Where vine and olive side by side rejoice, 
With flowers luxuriant and delicious fruits, 
Exulting in the sheen of sunny skies 
The fiery tide advances. Once again 
The bloodstained banner is unfurled, and waves 
Its purple folds most hideous. Once again 
The crash of battle and the din of arms 
Discordant rend the air. The raging strife 
The tumult fierce, the fearful storm of death 
Aflright the world. 

Ye Alpine mountain heights. 
That grandly raise your lofty forms tVards heaven. 
Majestic pillars of the azure skies, 
Veil, veil your heads with shades of gloomy sorrow. 
Draw close around you clouds of obscuration 
And look no more upon the ensanguined plain, 
Where congregated nations rush to battle. 

Ye crystal rivers winding through the vales, 
Roll back your waters to the parent sea, 
Lest they be tainted with the blood and gore 
Of human hearts. Lament, ye little birds. 
Whose warbling, like the love-song of a dream. 
Is heard in orange groves and myrtle bowers, 
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Cease, cease your song and wing your flight afat*. 
Ye hearts and homes, once happy, mourn your fate 
In lamentations deep. 

O monstrous War ! 
Thou curse of curses, scourge of scourges dire» 
What pen can chronicle thy deeds of terror? 
What pencil sketch thy scenes of pain and \f oe ? 
O wherefore dost thou thus hespoil the earth. 
And plunge the poisoned shaft of murderous hate 
Into the heart of sweet prosperity ? 
O wherefore dost thou once awhile befoul 
The face of nature and the works of God 
With hellish violence ? 

O, England dear, 
Before thy voice in blest thanksgiving praise 
Has well ascended to the ears of heaven 
For great deliverance wrought, for victories gained, 
For sweet tranquillity, and peace restored, 
Where foul rebellion reared its hideous head 
Against thy righteous laws, haste not to stain 
Thy polished armour with the crimson tide 
Of states belligerent. Thou hast a power 
Which when put forth would sway the destinies 
Of mighty nations, emperors, and kings. 
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Reserve thy hand, and with a dignity 
Becoming thy exalted situation 
Look down upon the carnage and confusion. 
Until the time when justice to mankind 
Demands thy aid. Then, with decisive sword 
Strike such a weighty blow as quick will make 
The tyrant tremble and the despot fear. 
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TO A COMET. 



Celestial royer through the vast profonnd. 

Illustrious stranger, whither art thou bound ? 

We sons of earth behold thy bulk enorm. 

And nightly wonder at thy fiery form. 

Some gaze with awe and some with admiration. 

And some look on with fear and perturbation, — 

Sweeping along through endless, boundless space. 

Around the solar head thy path to trace. 

Some purpose there, perchance, thou must fulfil. 

Some message of some mighty good or ilL 

Did I say ill ? Ah, no, it cannot be. 

Why evil agencies ascribe to thee ? 

O why should man look on thy face with dread. 

And to thy name all evil omens wed ? 



TO A COMET. 81 

Should he not rather learn each starlit night 
To contemplate thy features with delight ? 
Should he not know that 'neath divine control 
The comets fly, and the great planets roll ? 
Why should disaster, pestilence and fire, 
War, deluge, famine, plague, and all things dire, 
Be charged on thee, thou glorious wanderer ? 
And why say they thy. revolutions err ? 
Say rather, that some universal good 
Comes forth of thee instead of fire and blood. 
Say rather now, as we thy beauties scan, 
That thou hast brought some benefits to man ; 
That in th' economy of the universe 
Some evil thou'rt commissioned to disperse. 
Stupendous wisdom first gave thee thy laws, 
Created thee, but not without a cause. 
Stupendous wisdom guides thy mystic flight. 
And rules thy motions with attraction's might. 
Ah ! soon thou' It enter on the track anew, ' 
And lose thyself imto our utmost view. 
Winging thy way with dread impetuous speed, 
Where Jupiter commands his high-bom steed ; 
Where Saturn, with his lustrous moons and rings. 
Around him glories in abundance flings ; 
Or where Uranus lights the distant maze, 
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And mns his round of thrice ten thousand days. 
Then plunging far into the ether deep, 
On, onward moving with majestic sweep. 
Thy path is found where constellations grand 
Of other systems shine at God*s command ; 
Where firmaments and skies are all a glow 
With brighter orbs than solar orbits show. 
Ah ! whither dost thou fly ? what dost thou see ? 
Our comprehensions cannot follow thee. 
Mysterious wanderer of the fiery train. 
When shalt thou come to mortal view again ? 
Some centuries perchance may intervene, 
Some generations pass from off the scene, 
Ere thou hast circled all thy mystic round 
Throughout the^regions of the vast profound. 
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HANDEL. 



As Shakspere triumphs o'er the realms of song, 
So as a king great Handel stands among 
The mighty princes of Apollo's court, 
Crowned with a splendour of sublimest sort. 
Above the tempest of illustrious sounds 
His Toice of grandeur awful grand resounds. 
Our souls are fired, a thrill of rapture springs 
Into the heart when the great Handel sings ; 
As though 'twere echo from eternal skies 
Where angel voices in the concave rise, 
Hymning their praises to the triune God 
In yonder glittering star-bedecked abode. 
The strains immortal of his harp divine 
To swell celestial harmony combine. 
Deathless they rise, those hallelujahs grand, 
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Enrapturing, charming all the admiring land. 
Rolling and surging like a mighty sea 
The cadence bounds from time to eternity ; 
Music and majesty, wave after wave. 
Pour onward still where empires find a grave. 
Hark ! how stupendous, glorious, vast, and grand, 
The chorus rolls from yonder mighty band ! 
'Tis overwhelming ! 0, tremendous power I 
Handel ! thy genius bids our spirits cower. 
The sons of men give honour to thy name, 
Bow to thy glory, and enhance thy fame. 
To thee the laurel and the crown be given, 
Thy great conceptions were inspired of heaven. 
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LINES. 

(WSrCTBM nr GOTGBATB OETISCH TABD at BVSirTXDB.) 



Beneath the deepening shade of this old tree, 

Whose wide-spread branches o'er the peaceftd dead 

In friendly attitude extend, I stand 

And gaze upon the solemn scene around. 

The last pale streak of twilight fades apace, 

And like a virgin robed in glittering gold 

Bright Vesper sits a queen in yonder sky. 

Hush'd is the village tumult, and repose 

Descends on each tired peasant's rustic cot. 

Deep silence reigns, save when the gentle breeze, 

like whispering spirit-voices, softly sighs 

Around the railings of the mossy tombs ; 

Or save when the ill-omen'd bird of night. 

Hoarse screaming from the old grey tower starts forth 
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On stealthy wing in search of helpless prey. 
This spot is sacred I Let me lightly tread 
I^pon the surface of this hallow'd ground. 
The ashes of the village fathers lie 
Beneath my feet ; and many a grassy mound 
Or simple stone, in shadowy gloom revealed, 
Tells but a mournful tale. There lies a friend, 
A schoolmate and a boon companion, who 
In youth's gay prime was set aside by death. 
Here lies a neighbour, yet remembered well 
For deeds of kindness, charity, and love. 
And multitudes here hidden are with nought. 
Or sculptured stone or monument to mark 
Their narrow resting place. The daisied turf 
Has flourished o'er their heads, and passed away 
As spring and summer in succession true 
Have yielded up their breath. In ages past 
The village saw them act their chosen parts. 
Perform the task of life, and pay the debt 
Of Nature. Once their voices echoed loud 
Upon the hill, or through the woodland wild. 
Theii stalwart forms were seen at break of day 
Going forth refreshed to till the fruitful ground. 
But other voices woke the echoes there. 
And other forms upon the hill were found ; 
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These too have quit the scene and disappeared. 
What generations sleep in kindred dust 
Within the precincts of this hallowed spot ! 
Ah ! here I come upon a mother's grave ! 
My mother's grave ! O, what a mournful sound ! 
What strange sensation thrills through all my soul 
When those expressive words fall from my lips ! 
If holy ground there be upon the earth 
That ground is whezB a mother's ashes lie. 
Ah, here she rests ! the mother of my love. 
The mother of my childhood and my youth. 
This narrow space conceals her wasted form. 
In deep seclusion, at this solemn hour, 
When meditation beckons memory 
Unto her aid, I'll linger near this spot ; 
I'll call to mind the sweet and gentle words, 
The smiles of love, the anxious toil and care 
Of her whose body now abides in dust ; 
Here I'll remember aU those happy days 
Of boyhood, when in yonder old thatched cot 
I sported 'neath a mother's watchful eye. 
Ah, here she sleeps amongst the silent dead. 
And on the grassy sward I drop a tear. 
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THE YOICES OF THE NIGHT. 



I felt the balmy breezes pkj 

Around my throbbing brow, 
As through a woodland labyrinth 

Alone I sauntered slow ; 
I feared to crush the lovely flowers 

Which carpeted my way.— 
For ever sacred to my heart, 

And well-beloved are they. 

The gentle shades of gathering night 

Fell softly all around ; 
The leafy grove and mossy dell 

With pleasures did abound. 
A thousand songsters fill'd the air 

With thrilling harmony ; 
And Nature's glorious evening hymn 

Ascended to the sky. 
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I felt the overwhelming flood, 

The heaven directed power, 
Which sweeps across the Poet's soul 

At such a favoured hour. 
I seemed as borne on spirit wings 

To some enchanted sphere. 
Where music's strains and perfumed love 

Composed the atmosphere. 

I paused beside a charming glade. 

Where slept a glassy lake : — 
The hallowed twilight's last faint gleam 

Fantastic shapes did make. 
Entranced, I stood and view*d the scene 

From out a rosy bower ; 
The genii of the shades drew near 

And shed their magic power. 

In beauty now the moon arose 

High o'er the forest pine. 
And one by one the starry host 

Walk'd forth abroad to shine. 
The music of the grove had ceased, 

The zephyr's fans were still ; 
And silence now expectant sat 

Upon the shining hill. 
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Anon I heard the distant sound 

Of voices sweet and clear, 
As though celestial minstrelsy 

Resounded through the air. 
The guardian spirit of the night. 

With all her glittering train. 
Majestic swept the azure space, 

And this was all their strain : — 

"The firmament with grandest voice. 

The starry spangled sky ; 
The gorgeous night, the holy moon. 

Tell out thy Name, Most High ! 
Their sound is gone through all the earth, 

Thy glory they declare :— 
Let every creature in response 

A song of praise prepare !" 

I heard the echoes undulate 

Through many a grove and dell ; 
And lovely yet mysterious sounds 

Around me 'gan to swell. 
The sylvan scene rejoiced beneath 

The moonbeams' hallowed light. 
And voices which the day ne'er heard 

Arose and charmed the night. 
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I LOTE THE NIGHT. 



I love the night, the holy night, 

In its robes of majesty ; 
The starry scene, and the deep serene, 

And the azure dome so high. 
As I meditate, on its glories great. 

My soul imto heaven aspires ; 
And wondering hears, amid the spheres, 

The echoes of angelic lyres. 

I love the night, the golden night, 

When Cynthia's glittering train 
Drives proudly and true, through the deep, deep blue. 

And gilds all the heavenly plain. 
The distant hills, and the tinkling rills, 

And the vales and the woodlands green. 

As softly they rest, on the earth's broad breast, 

Eejoice in the smiles of the queen. 
q2 
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I love the night the gorgeous night. 

Resplendent, refulgent, and clear, 
When glittering gems, like the diadems 

Of seraphs^ hang high on the air. 
Suggestive to me, are the sights I see. 

Of the weakness and frailty of man ; 
And my Maker's power I feel that hour. 

When the night's glorious wonders I scan. 

I love the night, the solemn night 

When the earth is encompassed with awe ; 
And the deep hlack clouds, like funeral shrouds. 

Their folds round the scene close draw ; 
When the Storm Spirit flies through the troubled skies. 

With the lightning's fork in her hand ; 
When the wild waves pour, and the forest trees roar, 

To the blast of the tempest so grand. 

I love the night, the sombre night, 

When nature seems fondly to sigh ; • 
And the gentle gale, with a doleful wail, 

Through the glades and the hollows sweeps by. 
When strange shadows brood, o'er the field and wood. 

And mutterings mysterious I hear ; 
When the souls of the past in the concave vast 

With the future in council appear. 
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I love the night, the silent night. 

When labour is hush'd in repose ; 
When the mighty calm sheds a healing balm. 

On the heart which was harrow'd with woes. 
To the hills fair crest, where the blackbirds rest 

On the verge of the dew-bent thorn, 
I'll get me away, at the close of the day, 

And afar shall my fancy be borne. 

O the night, the night, the blessed night, 

Has a cup of enchantments for me ; 
Soft whispers of love then descend from above, 

As the fruit from a life-giving tree. 
The mom has its charms and its wide-open arms, 

And its glories are dear to my heart ; 
But the night, O the night, for me has delight. 

Which the day beams can never impart. 
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THE OLD CROOKED STILE BY THE VOOD- 



The wild ^se wa^es with a graceful move. 

And the wild birds sing with glee ; 
The mighty oak spreads his arms above. 
The lime and the pine tree, sweet as love. 

Bloom over it fresh and free. 
Let us pause for awhile at the old crooked stile 

By the side of the deep green wood, 
Let us listen and think while we deeply drink 

Of a fountain pure and good. 

Tis a cheery old spot and a fragrant nook, 

With a gleaming, beaming, shining, 
There*s a dancing, sparkling, musical brook. 
There are laughing gems and a golden look, 
" ""^h love and joy combining. 
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There are shftdy bowers Eid lovely flowers. 

And amid tiiem oft we've stood, 
HacHantment and charm every heart to warm, 

Near the old crooked stile by the wood. 

There's the old stone step and the worm-eaten plank 

O'er the weedy ditch below ; 
There's the ivy stump and the mossy bank. 
And the sturdy old post keeps the brag and the shank 

Which we hammered in long, long ago. 
There are marks which the knife in schoolboy life 

Rudely carved in the topmost bar ; — 
Here's the name of one who has long since gone 

To a world unknown and afar. 

There's a winding path through th6 deep green shade. 

And the com so gently wavihg ; 
There's a glimpse of the lake through the grassy glade, 
And the copse resounds with the song of the maid 

And the low of the kine she is leaving ; 
There's a verdant vale and the perfumed gale, 

And the hamlet chimes comes stealing ; 
There's a pastoral scene and a deep serene. 

And a rapt and a holy feeling. 
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Oft pausing awhile at the old crooked stile 

When the summer sun was descending ; 
Lovers' heart were inspired with the vows they breathed, 
'Twas there where the bridal garland was wreathed 

With the wild flowers sweetly blending. 
The wild flower fell and the lovers dwell 

No longer about the old stile ; 
But others now And it and linger behind it. 

To bask in the life giving smile. 

Thou glorious old relic it seems but a day 

Since first we could climb to the top ; 
But friends have departed and gone to decay. 
Forgotten, forsaken, no greetings have they. 

Who once at the stile did stop. 
Then we'll listen and think as we deeply drink 

At the fountain pure and good, 
And we'll pause awhile at the old crooked stile 

By the side of the deep green wood. 
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HOMEWARD BOUND. 



How sweet are the words to the mariner's heart. 

As he glides o'er the deep blue, sea ; 
After months, after years, of excitement and fears 
After dwelling away where the storm fiend rears 
His standard of anarchy. 

The billows, the billows, they roll and they roar 

And the wind how it lashes the foam ! 
But onward, still onward the vessel rides true 
And soon will be looming in distant view 
The shores of his island home. 

As he gazes now on the rising hills. 

The warm drop springs to his eye ; 
And he thinks of a sister's smiles and tears. 
Of the deep, deep love which a mother bears 
For him, her own wandering boy. 
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Once more he is bound for the cherished spot 
Where his infant soul was blest :— 

The lovely haunt in the quiet vale 

Where the hamlet's chimes are borne on the gale, 
And where his forefathers rest. 



When the moan of the breezes ran through the shrouds, 

In the midnight watch far away, 
The vision then of his childhood's home. 
With its fields and flowers where he loved to roam, 

Would dance on the sparkling spray. 

" Homeward bound !" how sweet to the exile's ear, 

As he turns to the land of his birth ; 
All alone he pined in the stranger crouds. 
And his soul was saddened with boding clouds. 

But the words they have brought him mirth* 

The traveller feels a thrill of delight, 

And he hastes on the lonely road : — > 
Those magical, musical, soul-stirring words. 
They touch and they vibrate the tenderest chords 

In his breast as he wanders along 
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" Homeward bound, homeward bound," after years of toil 

In a land of discomfort and strife ; 
The emigrant sings, and his heart will leap 
As the ship flies fast o'er the stormy deep 

T'wards the home of his youthful life. 

" Homeward bound/' are the words which the faithful 
sing, 

As they plod through the vale of tears ; 
With an eye ever fixed on the heavenly hills 
They forget all the sorrows the pains and the ills 

Which the earth on its bosom beais. 
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LIFE IS A JOURNEY, 

Tuin .— « 1^9 is a Sivery 



O life is a journey of pleasure and pain, 

And checquered's the pathway that leads o*er the plain; 

There are tracks full of brambles, and thistles and 

thorns, 
And paths which the rose in its beauty adorns : 
There are sweet sunny meadows and banks of delight, 
And desert and wilderness dark as the night ; 
But onward, still onward, each mortal must go. 
The journey's before him for weal or for woe. 

Then look to your footsteps, and choose the right way. 
Be cautious when danger would keep you at bay ; 
A misguided pace oft occasions a fall. 
When pain and confusion's the portion of all ; 
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Proceed circumspectly, nor stop to enquire 
What the world says about you, or stick in the mire ; 
He's a fool who makes trouble of other men's snares, — 
O give me a heart which knows nought of such cares. 

As onward we toil through the mazes of life,. 
A pleasant companion — a friend^ or a wife — 
Shall add to each pleasure, and lighten each pain, 
And give wings to the darkness which hangs o'er the 

plain. 
With foresight and wisdom we'll learn how to shun 
The paths which are hid from the light of the sun ; 
And lightly we'll trip 'mid affection's sweet flowers, 
And bask in the glory of love's sunny bowers. 

Let plain honest duty be ever our guide, 
And let self-respect be the staff at our side ; 
Let good nature and truth and a right cheerful heart 
Be with us for ever a charm to impart. 
Be courage undaunted a star in our night, 
Be stern perseverance the spring of our might ; 
With these for our friends, more of pleasure than pain 
Sball fall to our lot as we pass o'er the plain. 
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THE SUNNY SIDE. 



The valley of life has a bright sunny side, 

As well as deep shadows and gloom ; 
Then ne'er choose the darkness, in which to abide. 

When there's sunlight and flowers a-bloom. 
There's joy on the earth for each mortal to share, 

If he'll only make room in his breast ; — 
If he'll banish from thence all the demons of care, 

And welcome the life giving guest. 

Why not be light-hearted, and cheerful, and gay, 

If we only mix wisdom with mirth ; 
Why not choose our path on the sun side o' th' way, 

As we journey along through the earth ? 
Why mope and forebode, and be fill'd with a sorrow. 

Spontaneously springing within ? 
Why look with a dread on the dawn of to-morrow — 

'Tis a weakness, a shame, and a sin. 
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The sun once a while hides his hrightness I ween. 

But to glow with more heautiful rays ; 
And a transient shade may come o'er us at e'en. 

That the moon with delights may amaze. 
If Winter advances, why soon 'twill be gone. 

And we'll hail the bright blooming of spring ; 
And we'll cheer the dark moments as swift they speed on 

With the right joyous songs we will sing. 

O why create shadows and dark doleful fears, 

Like spectres our path to bestride ; — 
Let joy and good- will be our constant compeers 

As we look on the bright sunny side. 
Let us each do our utmost the world to improve. 

And increase the fond smiles of delight ; 
Let us labour and sing, let us labour and love, 

And the shadows, we'll put them to flight. 
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HOME. 



Ah ! well the poet sings of home 

And all its lovely charms ; 
'Tis bliss to know 'tis heaven below, 

So free from all alarms ; 
For there we rest, supremely blest 

In love's encircling arms. 

Each gathering night brings pleasures bright 

To my enraptured heart ; 
The winds may howl, the clouds may roll, 

The sunlight may depart, 
But to my home fresh joys will come, 

O may we never part. 
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My winsome wife, the soul and life 

Of my enchanted cot. 
Shall deck the hours with golden flowers,. 

And care shall be forgot. 
My children dear, like stars, shall wear 

A lustre fading not. 

A song we'll sing, content shall fling 

A radiance round our hearth ; 
Far, far on high, above the sky 

Shall rise our sacred mirth. 
Types of th' abode of the great God 

Should be the homes of earth. 

I love to feel the magic steal — 

The influence pure and bright — 
Upon my soul without control. 

Like waves of golden light. 
O then Fm king, no earthly thing 

Can rob me of my right. 
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OUB OWN FIRESIDES. 



Our own firesides, may we ne'er see the face 

Of the demon of discord there ; 
May the peaceful dove on the wings of love 

Ever brood o'er the spot so dear. 
Merrily, cheerily, sing we unwearily 

The song of our own firesides. 
Our own firesides, there's a glow of delight 

Like a gleam from a golden shore 

Comes dancing around, and alights with a bound 

In the midst of the cheerful floor. 
Merrily, cheerily, sing we unwearily 

The soBg of our own firesides. 
Our own firesides, may the joy bells of peace 

Ever chime on the chords of the heart. 
While a garland of smiles in beauty's own coils 

Will a charm to the circle impart. 
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Merrily, cheerily, sing we unwearily 

The song of our own firesides. 
Our own firesides, though the storm flies abroad, 

There's a calm and a sunshine there. 
While the music of love from the spheres above 

Falls sweet on the listening ear. 
Merrily, cheerily, sing we unwearily 

The song of our own firesides. 
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FfilENDSHIP AND LOVE. 



How sweet are the pleasures of friendship and love, 

Where truth and contentment are found ; 
Where virtue and honour, pure gems from ahove. 

Amongst the bright cluster abound. 
O life without these would be dreary and sad, 

And joy would ne'er enter our souls ; 
But with them the heart is for ever made glad. 

And the storm cloud ne'er over it rolls. 

Then let us draw closer the strong binding chords, 

And the chain of enchantments entwine ; 
Kind actions, kind feelings, kind looks, and kind words, 

Are the links which together we'll join. 
O the world without these would a wilderness be, 

And darkness would brood o'er the land ; 
But with them a paradise glorious and free 

Is opened on every hand. 



PBIEND8HIP AND LOVE 109 

When together we meet at the close of the day 

In the circle of social delight, 
O we'll chase ev*ry ill-favoured passion away 

Which would darken the graces so bright. 
O our homes without these would be cheerless and cold, 

And nought but black mis'ry would reign ; 
But with them the beauties of heaven unfold, 

And for rapture we look not in vain. 

Then cherish the blessings of friendship and love, 

And the virtues which hover around ; 
In your passage through life let your actions all prove 

That the treasures within you abound. 
O the man without these to illumine his mind 

Is a creature on par with a beast ; 
But with them he his happy, exalted, and kind. 

And his life's a continual feast. 
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A LITTLE OF ALL. 



The sportsman is fond of his sport, 
The miser is fond of his treasure ; 
The gourmand is fond of a will filled plate. 
And the toper is fond of the measure : 
But give me a little, a little of all. 
To render life pleasant and happy withal. 

The poet is fond of his muse, 

The painter is fond of his fancy ; 
The raptured musician is fond of his art. 
And the lover is fond of his Nancy : 
But give me a little, a little of all, 
To render life pleasant and happy withal. 
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The merchant is fond of his gains, 

Tha dandy is fond of "the fashion ; " 
The jolly old smoker is fond of his pipe. 
And the sailor for "grog" has a passion: 
But give me a little, a little of all, ' 
To render life pleasant and happy withal,; 

The scholar is fond of his books, 

The school boy is fond of play, sir ; 
The aged are fond of the old arm chair. 
And a woman she loves her own way, sir : 
But give, me a little, a little of all, 
To render life pleasant and happy withaL 

Some tell us they're fond of hard work, 

While others are fonder of leisure ; 
^ Some Uke to be quiet, shut up, and aloney 
And some love social pleasure : 
But give me a little, a little of all, 
To render life pleasant and happy withal. 

The lawyer is fond of his fees, 

The doctor should love his own race, sir : 

The dun and the bailiff are fond of a "grab," 

And the policeman is fond of a case, sir : 

But save me, O save me, from one and from all, 

That life may be pleasant and happy withal. 
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THE LOVEES' QUAREEL 



I saw the bright flash of her daik pierdng eye. 
And the coral lip curling with scom. 

As the false-hearted lover 

Vainly sought to recover 
The heart he had ruthlessly torn. 

'*Away from my presence, deceiver," she cried, 
"Thy professions no more let me hear! 
Another will claim thee, 
And tenderly name thee, 
Another so lovely and dear. 

"Think not I'm so fast in the fetters of love, 
Think not that I'll fawn at thy feet ; 

No ! that will I never ! 

Those ties will I sever. 
Though death in the effort I meet.'* 
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" O, be not so cruel, dear heart," he exclaimed, 
" O, what has beclouded thy brow ? 
Ah, can^t thou believe me ? 
I ne'er will deceive thee, 
I love but thee, dearest, I vow !" 

"No more I entreat — 'tis enough," she replied, 
"Thou standest before me condemned ;«- 

Thy speech in the tides 
' Of false eloquence glides, 
O, where will the current be stemmed. 

"I saw thee with her all alone in the wood, 
I heard the fond accents of love ;— 

Go, leave me for ever. 

And remember that never 
Shall I a weak suppliant prove." 
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SONG. 



O grant me a drop from the ocean of love 

Which rises and swells in thy breast ; 
O give me a glance from thy truth teeming eye, 

And bid my fond soul be at rest. 
The drop shall be cherish' d, the glance shall be prized 

Far more than the treasures of earth ; 
Diyine is the flame in my bosom that bums, 

There the stars of affection have birth. 

The crystaline dew drops are lovely and pure, 

And fragrant the breath of the mom, 
When wafted abroad on the Zephyr's light wing. 

Are the odours of white blossom' d thom. 
But nature has naught which can truly compare 

With the charms so resplendant in thee ; 
The grace of an angel encircles thy form. 

And a halo of virtue I see. 
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When I met thee alone on that cahn summer's eye» 

On the old rustic bridge in the deU, 
Where the gay dancing brook chimed round the green 
nook, 

And kiss'd the Wild rose and blue bell. 
The groves and the bowers were teeming with song, 

Enchantments were spread all around ; 
But thou wast the purest, the loveliest gem 

Which there in the woodlands was found. 

The sweet gentle vision oft over me steals, 

Thy form e'er will rise to my view ; 
Oh ! the cords of affection how closely they bind. 

How deep is the love that is true. 
O grant me a drop from the ocean of love 

Which rises and swells in thy breast ; 
O give me a glance from thy truth teeming eye, 

And bid my fond soul be at rest. 
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THE TWO SISTEES 



I rambled out one lovely eve in June, 

Adown a fertile valley, where delights 

In rich profusion met my ravished senses. 

In dreamy mood I sauntered o'er the sward. 

Which was bedeck'd with flowers whose shining crests 

Bowed towards the setting sun. Wood, hill, and dale 

Resounded with the undulating strains 

Which only June supplies. I sought a bower, 

A sweet enchanted spot, where lovers tell 

Their fondly burdened tales, and listen oft 

To fancied music from some unknown voice 

Down in the vale. I wandered near the haunts 

Of nymphs and sylvans on the velvet turf, 

The margin of a river whose most clear 

And amber coloured waters danced around 

The gorgeous grove of foliage picturesque 

And perfume charged. The wooded hill uprose 
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On either side, and deep reflected lay 

A quivering branch and bough. The winding path 

Led up unto the height, and on the same 

I entered. Soon I paused within a bo-wer 

Of budding roses, near the opening glade 

Where lay embosomed on the daisied green 

The shades fantastic of a thousand trees. 

Anon I saw a form angelic pass 

With graceful nimble feet across the space, 

And trip unto the summit of a mound 

By moss o'ergrown. In waiting attitude 

She leant her lovely head against an oak. 

'A wreath of wild flowers graced her marble brow, 

And in her hand she held a golden lyre 

Which breathed sweet music on the evening gale 

At intervals. 'Twas Spring^ who came to take 

A fond farewell. Another form appeared 

Upon the scene, and sped upon the spot 

Were stood her sister queen. The last arrived 

Had on her head as 'twere a crown of glory. 

Her waist was circled with the choicest fruits. 

And on her snow white robe the glittering gems 

Did shine abundant — Summer was her name. 

She came to take the sceptre from the hands 

Of her who thus the glorious right resigned :- 
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"Come, come, my fond sister, I wait but for tiiee, 

The time of my sojourn is o'er ; 
My mission is ended, my work is all done, 

I rule the dominion no more. 
I've painted the valleys, and danced o'er the hills. 

Breathed music through every grove ! — 
I've shed pure delights though nature's domain. 

And inspired every bosom with love. . 

** With beauty I've graced each sweet rural nook, 
A thousand bright tints I have spread ; 
I've gladdened the eyes of each fond loving swain. 
And I've raised up the tribes from the dead. 
The bud, the blossom, the bird of sweet song, 
Have rejoiced in my bright sunny reign,— 
But I leave them, my sister, wilh thee for a time,-— 
Adieu till we meet once again." 

Spring cast her crown at Summe/s glorious feet, 
Embraced her, and prepared to take her flight, 
To gladden other climes. The magic strain 
Was taken up by Summer, who advanced 
With step elate and proud up to the mound, 
Assumed her right, and thus awoke the lyre : — 



THE TWO 81STEBS. 119 

" Fare thee well, my loving sister, 

I adore, I worship thee ; 
Thou hast wrought some marvellous wonders. 

And carpeted the way for me. 
I will take the glorious sceptre. 

Perfect what thou hast begun. 
Crown with plenty every valley. 

See my smile in yonder sun. 

" Luscious fruits and beauteous flowers 

I will scatter o'er the land ; 
I but speak, and joy and beauty 

Issue from my magic wand. 
Loveifs' arts and poets' fancies 

At the eventide I'll fire ; 
And the deep toned notes of gladness 

Shall be given from my lyre. 

" Waving com fields, sunny gardens. 

Grassy lanes, and rosy bowers. 
Shall rejoice amid the glories 

Of the golden Summer hours. 
Fare thee well, my darling sister. 

Harbinger of joys to come,— 
We have met but to be parted. 

But the earth's oui: common home." 
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The sun had sunk behmd the distant hills, 

And balmy fragrance filled the enchanted glade. 

When to the music of a thousand harps, 

Whose trembling strings were touched by fairy fingers, 

The glorious Summer entered on her reign. 
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I KNOW A SPOT. 



I know a spot beside a wood, 

Where flowers are all a blowing ; 
Where gentle breezes fan the cheeks 
Of beauty all a glowing : 
A charming, charming nook, 
Where the waters of the brook 
Are merrily, merrily flowing. 
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A sunny bank where love may bask 
And dream its fondest fancies, — 
Where nature with her smiling face 
Each new delight enhances. 
Come, maiden, come with me. 
This charming spot to see, 
Where sylvan beauty dances. 

The groves are echoing sweetest notes. 

The wild birds all are chanting ; 
The golden meadows at our feet 
No glorious tints are wanting ; 
So pure, so clear, so bright. 
So lovely is the sight — 
'Tis joyous, 'tis enchanting. 

The greenwood's perfumed leafy bowers 
Shall yield each valued treasure ; 
The blooming hawthorn's quiet shade 
Shall add a raptured pleasure ; 
And here we'll gently walk, 
And here we'll sweetly talk. 
To love' delightful measure. 
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'TIS SUNRISE. 



'Tis sunrise, and the golden June is dawning ; 

Away, away, to yonder wooded hiU ; 
Attune your hearts unto the vocal morning. 
And seek with purest joy your soul to fiU, 

Oh, who would rejoice to see Nature's perfection. 
Oh, who would in rapture with Nature com- 
mune, 
Oh, who would be guided in pleasure's direction ! 
Let him rise with the sun every morning in June. 

A joyous light is dancing o'er the meadows, 

'Tis gentle love that whispers through the deU ; 

The groves are hanging in celestial shadows. 

And waves of golden lustre heave and swell. 
i2 
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'Tis a time when the earth unto heaven draws 

nearer, 

A time when the garlands of beauty are 

wreathed, 

A time when the zephyrs rise sweeter and dearer, 

A time when the language of angels is breathed. 

A burst of melody, a stream of gladness, 

A rolling sea of music sweet and clear. 
Chases away all seeming shades of sadness. 

And falls with rapt enchantment on the ear. 

Come hither, and bathe in the fountain of fra- 
grance, 

Come hither and drink of the crystalline dew ; 

Come join in the chorus and lengthen the cadence 

As it rises and falls with delight ever new. 

There is a charm hangs o'er the tinted valleys, 

A smile voluptuous lights up all the scene ; 
Delicious wind the love-notes through the alleys. 
While health and splendour dance upon the green, 
The songs of delight through the green woods are 
.ringing. 

How glorious, how lovely, how tender, how sweet ! 
In graceful profusion dear Nature is flinging 
Her caskets of rubies and pearls at our feet. - 
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THET MET. 



They met beneath the hawthorn bough, 

And fragrance breathed through all the dell ; 
But grief is brooding o'er them now,-^- 

They met to part, to say farewell. 
In holy raptures, sad yet sweet. 

They saunter 'neath the greenwood tree. 
The gentle evening's stealthy feet 

Bears beauty and felicity. 

The voice of Summer lingers near, 

And thrills through each fond lover's heart, 
The melting strains so sweet and clear 

A soothing influence impart. 
The sighs are heaved, the vows are sealed. 

The joyous wild birds sing anew ; 
The breast is torn but to be healed 

With constant love devout and true. 
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They parted ! ah, the sad " farewell ! " 

Hung quivering, faltering on the tongue ; 
Again 'twas breathed, again it fell, 

Like lava tide the Tines among : 
They spake no more, but anguish-rent, 

Their bosoms heaved convulsive sighs. 
In fond embraces tear besprent 

Emotion beamed through languid eyes. 

He goes with manly purpose firm 

Upon the stormy sea of life ; 
She waits alone the accomplished term 

When he will cry, my wife, my wife ! 
Sweet maiden ! shall thy fondest dreams 

Be like the early morning dew ? 
Ah, no ! though all bewildering streams 

His bark towards thee is gliding true. 
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WEEATHE ME A GAELAND. 



O wreathe me a sweet little garland of beauty, 

Let the flowers of Summer be there ; 
Entwine me the wheat with the meadow-sweet, 

And bend in the barley ear. 
My Fhillis shall wear it on the green, 
And we'll dance and sing in the balmy e'en, 

When the love songs fill the air. 

Where the oaks and the chesnuts are easting their 
shadows, 

Where the limes emit fragrance anew ; 
When the sun in the bower beyond the old tower 

Gradually gives to the world its adieu ; — 
So gaily then we'll trip through the glen, 
And we'll roam far away from the haunts of men, 

Where the wild birds sip the dew. 
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When the rooks to the elms of the hills axe returning ^ 
When the lark bids the mavis farewell ; 

When the ivy-clad cot in a hallowed spot 
Peeps shy o'er the shadowy dell, — 

We'll whisper the tales of affection and love, 

And the vesper hymn soft from the ether above 
With raptures onr bosoms shall swell. 

I love thee, my Phillis, so tndy and tender 

(Let Nature give ear to my vow !) ; 
Thou art pure as the flowers which are plucked frosa the 
bowers 

To encircle thine angelic brow : 
As the gentle moon at the night's still noon 
With a constant smile gives the earth her boon, 

I will cherish thee ever as now. 

I love the evening's breath in the woodlands. 

And I love the pearly dew j 
I love the song of the feathered throng. 

And the starsrin the concave blue ; 
But dearer, far dearer, art thou to my heart, — 
Thy presence, thine eyes, and thy voice can impart 

A joy, a delight ever new. 
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I'LL MEET THEE, LOVE. 



When the lark has folded her wings for the night ! 
When the herald star peeps with a magic light ; 

When the balmy dew, 

Like the love that is true, 
Adds Yoluptuous charms to the floweret's hue 

I'll meet thee, love. 



When the moon walks high o'er the pine-clad hills, 
When with jewels fantastic she decks the rills. 

When the day beams fade 

In the perfumed shade, 
When the music of eve gently floats through the glade 

I'll meet thee, love. 
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When the farewell note of the mavis sounds, 
When the wild deer herd on the ferny grounds, 

When the whispering gale 

Tells a mystic tale, 
As it steals through the woods to enravish the vale 

1*11 meet thee, love. 

Where the last fond token of love I took 

From thy brow, dearest maiden, adown by the brook. 

Where the wild rose spray 

With a gentle sway 
Kept tune to the strains of sweet Philomel's lay 

I'll meet thee, love. 

To gaze on thine eyes without control, 
To list to thy voice with a glowing soul, 

To breathe in thine ear 

Love's rapture and fear. 
To seal on thy lips every vow that is dear 

1*11 meet thee, love. 
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AMONGST THE DAISES. 



Amongst the daises, Alice dear, 
We'll take a trip to night ; — 

True love shall bear us company 

And wake our souls to ecstacy 
And sweeten each delight. 

The flowery field to us will yield 
New pleasures pure and bright. 

We'll listen to the cuckoo's tale. 

And hear the mavis sing ; 
We'll take a peep at many a flower, 
On mossy bank, in shady bower. 

Where limpid waters spring. 
Our hearts shall chime in tune and time 

As nature's joy beUs ring. 
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We'U linger near the verdant wood, 
And view the golden vale ; 

We'll wait to hear the thrilling note 

Which gushes from the liquid throat 
Of bowered nightingale. 

We'll pause awhile upon the stile 
To tell a glowing tale. 



We'll saunter down the dewy glen. 
And breathe the fragrant air ; — 

With tongues by holy truth inspired. 

With hearts by love and virtue fired, 
Our vows we'll record there. ' 

And many a kiss shall add to bliss. 
And rapture we will share. 



The fairies 'neaUi the blossom'd thorn 
Our presence will not flee ; 

They'll take thee for a kindred queen, 

And mid their frolics on the green 
They'll homage pay to thee. 

Thou art so fair, my Alice dear. 
So graceful and so fr^e. 
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I'll press thee to my heart to-night 

Whose every pulse is thine. 
Dost thou believe when I have spoke ? 
Then like the ivy on the oak 

Still close around me twine. 
The gentle sigh, the beaming eye. 

Will tell me thou art mine. 
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THE MAD OF THE WOOD. 



Her paxents had a cottage home, 

Down in a shady dell ; 
The forest trees around it grew, 

And there the maid did dwell. 

Her lips werfe like the sweet wild rose, 
When bathed in morning dew ; 

Her eyes were tinted from above, 
And beamed serenely blue. 

Her cheeks outvied the lovely spot, 
Which tips the daisy's crest ; 

Her breath was incense purified, 
And bliss dwelt in her breast. 
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The blackbird heard her joyous song 

Re-echo through the grove ; 
And louder tuned his mellow pipe 

In token of his love. 

The tiny squirrel feared her not, 

He knew her heart was good ; — 
Her brothers and her sisters were 

The songsters of the wood. 

She tripped away at early mom. 

In search of fruits and flowers ; 
And oft she sat a fairy queen 

Within the rosy bowers. 

She loved the wild deer's ferny haunt. 

The wild wood was her home ; 
The sighed not for the world, nor wished 

Amid its scenes to roam. 

Her mother looked with doating eyes 

Upon her angel child ; 
And oft her father's heart she cheered 

When in the woodlands wild. 
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One Summer's mom she left her home 
With spirits blithe and gay ; 

Her song was sweeter than before. 
And echoed far away. 

At noon a sudden storm arose, 
And shook the beech and pine ; 

The thunder pealed, the lightning blazed. 
The sun refused to shine. 

It ceased, but ah ! no thrilling Toice 
Resounded sweet and clear ; — 

Her parents searched the wood around 
With boding grief and fear. 

At length beneath a blasted oak, 
With garlands compass'd round ; 

Stretched in the chilly arms of death. 
The lovely maid they found. 

A mighty wailing rent the air. 
Wrung from the mother's heart ; 

The woodman lifted up his voice ; ' 
A father's tears did start 
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They bore her to the mossy dell, 

And formed a deep, deep grave ; 
And learned to feel that God above 

Had taken what He gave. 



SEE THE SNOWDROP. 



See the snowdrop, pale and slender. 

Rises from its grassy bed : 
See the daisy, meek and tender, 

Strives to raise its lovely head ! 
Emblems of that deep affection 

Which survives life's fiercest storm ; 
First fruits of the resurrection 

Which revives dead nature's form. 
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Tune your pipes— prepare your ainging^ 

Joyous warblers of the grove ; 
Gaily thraagkL the glades be winging— 

Bear your messages of love. 
See the tiny buds are peeping, 

First-bom lambs dance o'er the lea ; 
life along the banks is creeping— 

There is seen the pilot bee. 

Blow ye breezes o*er the mountains, 

Breathe on nature, health, and youth ; 
Come, ye zephyrs, kiss the fountains. 

Haste ye from the balmy south. 
Harbingers of life and beauty, 

Heralds of approaching joys. 
Gladly now perform your duty — 

Satisfy your waiting eyes. 

Through ethereal fields advancing, 

Are the charming forms of Spring ; 
At the sight the hiUs are dancing. 

And the valleys shout and sing I 
Linger not, nor hide thy features, 

Sweet enchantress, glorious queen. 
Earth with all her varied creatures 

Now will welcome thee I ween. 

k2 
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Come and banish Winter's shadows, 

Fill the earth with joy and love ; 
Scatter daisies o'er the meadows, 

Fill with roses every grove. 
Gaily ply thy rosy fingers, 

Wreathe us many a garland fair ; 
Animate the woodland singers, 

Pour delights upon the air. 
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A THUNDERSTORM. 



*Ti8 noon. Oppressive heat doth scorch the earth, 

And the thick air will scarce inflate the lungs. 

In yonder field the restless kine do lash 

Their panting sides^ and with impetuous speed 

Dash o'er the ground. The busy insect tribes 

Torment them up to fury's highest pitch. 

No breeze is felt, not e'en the aspen leaf 

Is shaken by a passing zephyr's breath. 

The feathered tribes have sought the leafy shade, 

And not a note is heard ; dread silence reigns. 

Like some great furnace with a sevenfold heat 

The burning sun darts on the earth his beams. 

But see, portentous in the northern sky, 

In the similitude of pyramids. 

And lofty mountains hurled upon each other. 
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A frowning cloud appears. Hark ! low and deep 

The distant sound of heaven's artillery booms 

Upon the air. Advancing now in dire 

Terrific grandeur through the darkened sky, 

And seething, surging, heaving like a huge 

Volcanic mount In fierce eruption's throei 

The fire-fraught, death-charged thunder cloud is seen. 

Detached, like heralds of approaching ill, 

Black patches in advance of the thick mass 

To hide his face are hastening towards the sun. 

Each moment now the elemental strife 

Grows louder, and the lightning's winged fork 

Darts through the murky air. In length'niaag peals. 

And waxing loud and near, the thunder roars« 

Deep dread and consternation now do seize 

The tribes of earth, and men do gaze with awe 

Upon the troubled scene. The distant hills 

Are hidden, and the dusky shades of night 

Seem prematurely gathering o'er the earth. 

The monstrous drops descend. The rising winds 

Now agitate and bend the tallest trees, 

And o'er the neighbouring fields advancing fast 

See how the torrents like a mighty wall 

Of moving floods descend. The lightning glares* 

And instantaneous with tremeaidous crasb^ 
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The deafening roai appals the stoutest heart, 
And shakes the castle to its very base, 
As though asunder the high heavens '^ould rend. 
The rattling hail, the dark and muddy rain 
Make running rivers of the village streets, 
And many a rising lake is qidckly formed. 
Earth quails beneath the fury of the scourge, 
And nature seems to bow before the lash. 
And sue for mercy. There a mighty tree 
Is struck and blasted and deprived of life. 
A flock of sheep close huddled 'neath its shade 
Are in a moment stretched in silent death. 
A village spire is shorn of all its beauty ; 
The castle turret shows a mighty rent ; 
A noble horse in yonder open field. 
Did chance to stand upon the lightning's path. 
And prostrate there he lies. On, on the storm 
Now hurries o'er the heavens and hastes away 
To frighten other lands. The sun bursts forth 
In golden splendour, and the rainbow's tints 
Adorn the arch of heaven. The perfumed earth 
Now teems with life, and fresh and beauteous 
Are all her varied scenes. The glittering rain. 
Like clustering gems, hangs on each leafy spray. 
The warblers of the grove do emulate 
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Each other in their songs of praise to GocL 
Befresh'd, the cattle in the flowery mead 
Seem conscious that the storm was for their good. 
Man knows that God is riding o*er the clouds, 
And though the darkness for awhile o'ershroud» 
The earth, and terror stalks in fearful shapes^ 
Ahroad ; yet good, a high amount of good» 
Attends the travels- of the fiery storm. 



^^.^o>e>^ ^l|P€ Xgv^=gN^ 
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FiEEWELL TO SUMMER 



Farewell, farewell to Summer's golden hours, 
A long farewell to eTery joyous scene ! 
Gone are the daisies from the faded green, 

And gone the roses from the silent bowers. 

No more they charm us with their pleasures bright. 
Or greet our eager sight ; 

The song is hushed ; the fragrant bloom is gone ; 

The woods and vales are sad and lone ; 
Beside the river, on the willows hung, 
Behold the lyre, deserted and unstrung, — 
See shadows dusky brood where gems in sunbeams 
shone. 
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As when some fair one whom our hearts have loYed, 
Whose gracefal form and rapture-teeming eye 
Did e'er enchant, whose Toice was harmony. 

Is from our side hy Death's cold tide removed, 
So, Summer, thou art sped ; 
But like the ahsent, unforgotten dead. 

Though darkest distance for a time may sever, 

Thoult come again — farewell, but not for ever. 
Thy voice once more will gladden earth. 
And all the daughters and sons of mirth ' 
Shall have another birth, 

When Winter's storms have rolled away : 
O yes, thou' It come again, though now farewell we say. 

E'en yet thou lingerest in th' October sky, 

Reluctant hence to take thy sad departure ; 
And with a tearful and beseeching eye 

Imploring, fading, drooping, dying nature 
Looks on thy light seceding from her view, 
And sorrow gushes from the fount anew. 

Then once awhile thy mantle falls 
Upon her wasting and decaying form. 
As if to shield her from the approaching storm 

Which comes when Winter calls. 
Ah ! dimly now I see thy fluttering wing. 

And wafted from afar thy gentle breath 
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Steals o'er my senses, and thy voice doth ring 
Around my path awhile, then still as death 

I walk alone and hear thy voice no more. 
I've bid adieu to thee before, 
But once again, farewell^ thy loss how I deplore. 
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SONNET 

ON SEFTEMBEB. 



A calmness rests upon the lovely vales. 

And peace reposes on the gentle hills, 

Save where the sportsman with his rifle fills 
The neighbouring wood with echoes, and the wails 

Of wounded hare, or starts the noisy quails. 

A contemplation of the scene instils 
A soft emotion inward. Murmuring rills 

Now seem to chant sweet melancholy tales. 
A solemn sadness comes upon the eve, 

And broods o'er grassy lawn and stubble field. 
At sunset hour the zephyrs gently grieve 

0*er fading flowers which to decay now yield. 
The harvest moon has waned and run its round. 
And every sheaf is gathered off the ground. 
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THE WINDS OF THE WINTER. 



The winds of the Winter career o'er the land, 

And the storm spirit's shrieking aloud ; 
Old Boreas flings the white snow from his hand, 

As he rides on the eddying cloud. 
The keen biting frost throws its fetters around 

All the features of nature so grand ; — 
The storm and the tempest beat on the hard ground, 

All ready at Winter's command. 

O keen is the blast as it enters the door 

Of the destitute, hungry, and old ; 
sharp is the frost as it seizes the poor, 

And dreadful to them is the cold. 
But bravely they meet it with desperate power, 

Though scant is their mouthful of bread ; — 
The Winter it howls, and the black clouds lower. 

And the tempest it beats on their head. 
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O pity the wretched, O feel for the pining, 

Give ear to their sorrowful cries ; — 
O the wind how it roars, and the sun is not shining 

O when will the day star arise ? 
The larder is empty, the cupboard is bare. 

The children are wailing^ in vain ; 
The father, the mother, are fighting with care ; 

But alas ! it will never be slain. 

help them, support them in Winter's hard battle. 

And never permit them to fall ; 
The winds and the hail, and the rains how they rattle, 

But the poor they must fight with them alL 
Though labour's suspended, and wages there's none, 

They must struggle and tug for dear life ; — 
aid them, support them, till Winter is gone. 

And Sunmier will lighten the strife. 






A OHEISTXAS CA&OL. 151 



A'CHEISTMAS CAEOL 



Seasons change and years roll onward 

As the rivers to the sea ; — 
Time is but a mighty torrent 

Bushing to eternity. 
On its bosom, heaving, swelling. 

Our defenceless barks are toss'd. 
Now we moimt a crested billow, 
And around us wild winds bellow ; 
Then we vanish, and to outward view we're lost. 

But the stream has sunny islands. 
Spots where love and Mendship dweU, 

Rosy bowers, daisied valleys^ 
Meeting places cherish'd well. 
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To refresh us on our journey. 

And that we our harks may trim. 
These hlest harhours are provided ;— 
Let us then, hearts undivided, 
Enter here and fill our pitchers to the brim. 

Christmas with its smiles and pleasures 

Now invites us to partake 
Of its sweet — ^its bounteous treasures. 

And the lyre it bids us wake. 
Let us then with joy and gladness 

Gather round the festive board ; 
Friends long parted will be meeting, 
Joyous there will be the greeting, 
Hearts responding to each sympathetic chord. 

Wheel the sofa, draw the chairs to. 
Pile the crackling yale clogs higher, 

Lovely forms, and beaming faces, 
Circle round the magic fire. 

Let the song and jocund story. 
And the swell of harmony, 

Chase away all gloom and sorrow, — 

Let us all from heaven borrow 
Those sweet virtues which can raise the soul on high. 
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Enter music with tbe virgins, 

Joj and frolic, mirth and fun ; 
Enter langhter with thy fellows, 

Enter at the set of sun. 
Enter now each guest exalted. 

Love, benevolence, and bliss ; 
All ye train of happy creatures 
Come and show your heavenly features, 
Come and greet us, give us each a holy kiss. 

Let every heart be throughly cleansed 
From each spot of envious pride 

Let christian love and Christmas cheer go 
Hand in hand and side by side. 

With the year let bitter feelings 
Die away in every breast ; 

While we gather round the holly 

Let us bid farewell to folly, 
Malice, envy, and to every other pest. 



Let the wealthy now remember 
To display their moral worth ; 

Let them now by acts of kindness 
Celebrate the Saviour's birth. 

L 
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Let the poor with gratefol feelings 
Now receive the bounties given ; 
Angels then around and o'er us 
Will attune their harps in chorus 
To our songSy which will in concert rise to heaven. 



c^v^^gj^e^ ' a 
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A CHRISTMAS CAEOL 



Brightly bums the friendly yule clog, 

Beams with rapture every face ; 

While the glittering berried holly 

To the circle adds a grace. 

Old Christmas appears with his hoary hairs. 

With his rubicund nose, and his merry airs ; 

And he looks with jovial features 

On his host of laughing creatures ; 

And we hear him say, as he twines the bay, — 

'^ I come again. 

With my joyous train ! 

To the heart and home of the lord and the swain 

I bring pure joys without alloys 

And my pleasures bring with them no pain/' 
l2 
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Merry Christmas ! thou art welcome ; 

Enter with thy glorious crew ; — 
Fun and frolic, mirth and music 
Shall their gems around us strew. 
Come, fill up your glasses, we'll toast the fair lasses. 
And load every moment with joy as it passes ; 
And we^U chase all the traces 
Of gloom from our faces ; 
And we*ll leave old Care to his scanty fare. 
In jolly King Christmas's dainties to share : 
And our hearts shall glow, 
And our tongues o'erflow 
With hearty good will to all creatures helow. 
And we wish them much joy and a happy new, year. 
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THE SONG OF "OLD CHRISTMAS." 



I come, I come, from my castle strong. 

Adorned with a thousand gems ; 
And a glittering crown I bear on my brow. 
And around my form bright attendants bow, 

With sceptres and gold diadems. 

I com'e with the hoar frost girding my loins, 

And my robe is the crystaline snow ; 
But I bring in my rear a crowd of delights. 
And a host of good creatures — a thousand sweet sights 

Attend me wherever I go. 

I come to the rich, and I come to the poor,— 

To the cottage, the castle, and hall ; 
And I would that the heart of each man should be glad, 
And over the dwellings of those who are sad 

1 would that my blessings should fall. 
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I march to the music of angelic harps, 

Which resound through the star-spangled sky ; 
And I join with my voice in the sacred mirth. 
And I sing " Good will be to man upon earth. 
And glory to God the Most High." 



The sounds are enchanting, the glorious song 

Swells sea-like across the deep maze ; 
And the orbs of Creation from pole to pole 
Take up the sweet anthem as onward they roll ;*- 
" To God in the highest be praise !" 



The deep swelling chorus awakens the night, 

And the earth O she slumbers no more ; 
And the winds are all hushed, and the ocean is still , 
As adown the broad steeps of each heavenly hill 
The rapturous cadences pour. 

I come, I come, and I bring to the earth 

One echo from that blessed song ; 
O hear it, ye sons and ye daughters of men ! 
'Tis ye who are blessed ! — ^then take up the strain, — 

The chorus seraphic prolong ! 
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Rejoice ! but, ye mortals, be **merry and wise," 

As ye feast it in castle and hall ; 
As ye look on the wine when it sparkles and glows. 
And partake of the creatures my bounty bestows, 

O listen to pity's deep call. 

When music and mirth 'nealh the holly resound. 

And the blaze of the yule dances high, 
Let your hearts be expanding with yirtue and love. 
Spread joy and delight wherever you move. 
And forget not the song in the sky ! 



— ^^^^^'^f'^ — 



lEPENDIX. 




i^^ist^'^^^sums) 




JljfjfmSk 



ITS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. 



**Its never too late to mend," 

And its never too soon to begin. 
Then try the experiment, make no delay. 
Leave off the bad habits of sin. 

"Its never too late to mend," 

But don't put it off till to-morrow ; 
You're sure to grow worse every day of your life, 
And deeper will then be your sorrow. 
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*'It8 never too late to mend," 

But the sooner you try it the better ; 
The longer you keep to the shackles and bonds. 
The stronger will grow every fetter. 

''Its never too late to mend," 

But those who are reckless in folly, 
Will find to their grief that repentance is pain. 
And to mend is a task melancholy. 

''Its never too late to mend," 

Don't leave the world worse than you found it. 
Don't grumble for ever at other men's fault$. 
When your heart has a hardness around it. 

'*Its never too late to mend," 

Then off with the vicious and mean ; 
Turn o'er a fresh leaf in the book of your life. 
And keep it unsullied and clean. 
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THE CUEFEW BELL 



I love the sound of the curfew bell, 

As it booms from the old grey tower ; 
And floats on the wings of the whispering gale 
To die in the depth^ of &e silent vale 

Where the night* s dusky shadows lower. 

The doleful knell has a charm for me 

As I sit by the cheerful fire ;— * 
With my pen or book in the chimney nook 
'V^lien Frost. with his fetters is binding the brook 

The curfew my muse can inspire. 

'Tis the sound which the village forefathers heard, 

As, after the toils of the day, 
They sat in their old arm chairs content, 
And they heard through the crevice the wild birds lament 

As she sped from the ivy away. 
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'Tis the sound which awoke as when slumhenng deep 

In the hed of our childhood's dreams ; 
The same which in boyhood we heard with delight 
As gazing with awe on the star spangled night 

We homeward returned from our games. 



The curfew rings and the village swam 
In love with the maid at the farm, 
With rapture thrills at the welcome sounds, 
'Tis a signal to him, and his heart rebounds, • 
With joy his affections warm. 

The watch dog barks but the maiden true - 
To the promise her lover received, 
Steals away from the door and with nimble feet 
She hastes to the spot where they ofttimes meet 
And where the fond vows are believed. 



The moon-beams dance on the hoar-frost gems 
And the curfew sounds clear o'er the lea, 
The distant woods faintly echo the strain, 
And the fox on the hill oft answers again— 
O the night has a charm for me. 
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Then the wild winds howl through the bleak cold 
moor 

And the croak of the raven is there ; 
The snow flits by as the fitful blast 
Through the dark murky air rides furiously past 

And ghost like the hedgerows appear. 

The traveller belated draws round him his cloak. 

And bewildered he peers all around ; 
The black pall of night o'er the earth is thrown, 
And again through the woods the wild winds moan. 

And hid is the track o'er the ground. 

Then the sound of the distant curfew bell 

Falls faint on his gladdened ear ; 
And the traveller hastes with a joyous speed. 
For it calls to him as a friend in need, 

And it quells all hb rising fear. 

O the curfew tells to the village round 

A story most solemn and true, 
'Tis the passing knell of the day that has sped. 
And it comes as a voice from the place of the dead, 

And the lesson each evening is new. 
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O I lore the sound of fibe curfew bell, 
As it booms from the old grey tower ; 
And floats on the wings of the whispering gale 
To die in the depths of die silent Yale 
Where the night's dusky shadows lower. 
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"THE TMONE OF OUR QUEEN." 

(A new version respectftilly inscribed to all tme Englishmen.) 



Britons ! pour oat your songs 
With bold hearts and tongues. 
And tell it throughout every nation 
That no realm on the earth 
As the land of yoTir birth 
Is upreared on so £rm a foundation. 
The glory of Britain shall never depart 
*' Whilst the throne of our Queen is an Englishman's 
heart." 

We wear not the yoke, 

We feel not the stroke 
Of the tyrant whose reign is confusion ; 

Our monarch she's blest, 

Every man is at rest 
'Neath the wings of our free constitution. 
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The glory of Britain shall never depart 
" Whilst the throne of our Queen is an Englisliman's 
heart/' 



When the trumpet of war 
Is heard from afar, 
And the nations are rising in anger, 
We'll smile at their deeds, 
Their laws, and their creeds. 
And be ready when threatened with danger. 
The glory of Britain shall never depart 
'' Whilst the throne of our Queen is an Englishman's 
heart." 



The brave volunteers, 
With their mighty compeers, 
The army and navy united, 
Shall form such a band 
Bound the shores of our land, 
Every foe will be awed and affrighted. 
The glory of Britain shall never depart 
'' Whilst the throne of our Queen is an Englishman's 
heart." 
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They may bluster and prate 
Of their Union and State, 
But the ties of our country ne'er sever ; 
Here's honour and might, 
Real freedom and light. 
Here's England, old England for ever ! 
The glory of Britain shall never depart 
'' Whilst the throne of our Queen is an Englishman's 
heart." 



*><2>oX^9l5^Xi>^3''^-* 
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THE BEITISH AEISTOCEACY. 



The British Aristocracy, 

The piQars of the state ; 
The sunlight of society, — 

The noble and the great. 
A galaxy of beauty, 

A world of wealth and power ; 
The glory of a nation, 

Whose foes must ever cower. 

The British Aristocracy, 

Defenders of the right ; 
A fount of truth and freedom, 

A star of honour bright. 
No empire, realm, or kingdom. 

But this our native land. 
Can point to such a pedigree. 

Or boast of such a band. 
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The British Aristocracy, 

In castle and in hall, 
With liberal heart and ready hand« 

Respond to duty's call. 
The safeguards of the people, 

A tower of strong defence ; 
The comer stone of England, 

And not a weak pretence. 

The British Aristocracy, 

Hurrah for wealth and grace ! 
Long live the Queen upon the throne, 

And all the noble race. 
Long be our institutions. 

The envy of the world ; 
And may the flag of loyal rank x 

Be ever there unfurled. 



c*k3^^S^Q^^ 
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THE VOLUNTEERS OF ENGLAND. 



(Set to musio by Signor Taro, of Nottingham.) 



The Volunteers of England, 

A mighty host are they. 
For fatherland and beauty. 
They rise in dread array ! 

Honour warms their loyal hearts, 

Valour fires the eager eye ; 
Patriotic love imparts 

Courage which shall never die. 
Firmly they stand, 
A noble band 
As e'er the world has seen ; 
Foemen defying. 
Doing or dying 
For country and for Queen. 
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The sword ! the spear ! the despot's mighty legions, 
The world, the world can never cope with these ; 

The rod, the rod that rules the tyrant's regions 
Shall never cross Britannia's native seas ! 



The Lion hearts of England, 

O who can make them fear ? 
Though gen'rous, kind, and tender, 
A dreadful power is there ! 

Foemen raise not war's alarm, 

Of the rifle have a care ; 
Tremble at the faithful arm, 
. Dread the British volunteer. 
Life blood to spend 
His home to defend 
He steadfast stands and true ; 
Bashly enrage him, 
Vainly engage him, 
For mercy ye shall sue ! 
The sword ! the spear ! the despot's mighty legions. 
The world, the world can never cope with these ; 
The rod, the rod that rules the tyrant's regions 
Shall never cross Britannia's native seas. 
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The Riflemen of England, 

The safeguards of her shore, 
The nation's pride and glory — 
Hurrah ! for every corps. 

Slaves that wear the galling yoke, 

View the sons of liberty I 
British anger ne'er provoke, — 
We are mighty, we are free I 
Riflemen sound 
The watchword around— 
Await the slumbering storm- 
Without pretence 
Britannia's defence 
We form ! we form I we form ! 
The sword ! the spear ! the despot's mighty legion8„ 
The world, the world can never cope with these ; 
The rod, the rod that rules the tyrant's regions 
Shall never cross Britannia's native seas. 
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FOX HTJNTING-THE FIEST DAY OF THE 
SEASON. 



Now Autumn is breathing decay all around, 
The sere yellow leaf gently falls to the ground, 

And the fogs hide the face of the sun ; 
The fields and the hedgerows in mourning appear, 
The flowers are faded, no songs do we hear — 
Save the robins, which tell of the fast waning year, — 

And the old English sport has begun. 

The huntsman looks out on the sombre grey mom, 
And he wakes up his hounds with his echoing horn. 

And away to the covert he hies ; 
The copse and the glen, and the dull silent wood. 
Resound with the "music" so well understood. 
And the silence which o'er the sweet ralley did brood 

Is broke by the clear mellow cries. 
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On, on through the field, and along the green lane, 
The hunter, impatient of curb and of rein, 

Proudly carries his master on high ; 
'Tis the first regular "meet" of the season to day— 
The muster is good, and in glittering array, 
They parade in the smiles of th' autumnal sun's ray. 

Full of health and high spirits and glee. 



Th6 ploughman looks on the glad scene with delight. 
And he stops on the furrow, and with all his might 

He will give the " view hallo " ere long ; 
The sturdy old cart horse pricks up his short ears. 
And scorns for a moment the collar and " gears," 
And he shews some strange mettle and blood when he 
hears 

The sounds of the gay hunting throng.. 

Now round the enclosure, and by the wood side. 
Where " Reynard " close press'd, and unable to hide, 

" Breaks cover " and gets him " away ; " 
The sportsmen collect, and each other do greet. 
Old friends and old faces with pleasure do meet. 
And while hounds and huntsmen to cover do " beat," 

They tell the events of the day. 
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A DAT WITH THE HOUNDS. 



The morning was fine and the meeting was gay, 
And the " whips " they predicted a glorious day ; 

For the hounds they looked wolfish and bright ; 
The horses they pranced, they champed and they 

wheeled. 
Animation and beauty were met on the field,— ^ 
Every heart was in love with the sport that can yield 

Such a measure of health and delight. 

The turf it was kind, and the air it was good. 
And the " country" was all that the jolly old blood 

Of a " Nimrod " in heart could desire ; 
The white and the scarlet, the drab and the green, 
In amity mingle and gladden the scene. 
While beauty and rank add a lustre I ween ; 

And all to make pleasure conspire. 
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The time was at hand, the hounds they were slipped. 
And into the covert they gloriously tripped, — 

The farze how it trembled and shook ; 
The well-mounted throng stand in silent suspensions- 
Old ^' sly boots " lies close, and with breathless atten- 
tion 
He listens, then rises with cunning intention 

To earth in a cranny or nook. 

But hark ! a clear note from the leader resounds, 
And the chorus quick breaks from the whole of the 
hounds. 

As they " press him " with heart-stirring fire ; 
The woods they re-echo the right merry noise, 
And the blast of the horn makes the sportsman rejoice. 
As he drops the " Havannah " and looks for the joys 

Which within him the chase can inspire. 

" Hark, forward ! hark, forward ! tally ho, tally ho ! 
Broke cover, gone away, tally ho, tally ho ! " 

Are the cries which now fall on the ear ; 
And dashing away with the speed that will " kill," 
On, onward they go o*er the vale and the hill. 
O'er the lane and the meadow, the brook and the rill. 

They gallop, they leap through the air. 
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O'er miles of the country still onward they go, 

Not a " check," not a " dodge," " taUy ho, taUy ho ! " 

And the " nin " it was heavy and long ; 
But " Reynard " surrenders, and on the green earth 
He quietly waits for a " glorious " death, 
Though his enemies scarce had a *' wind " or a breath, 

'^ Done up " were the gay hunting throng, 



■ b^C^gX ' O" ^ 
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CONFDENCE LOST, AND CONFIDENCE 
EEGAINED. 

(Suggested by fhe following lemark fhmi a leading article in the 
Nottingham Journal of September 7, I860.— **£Ter7 man haa OGme 
to look with soBpidon on his neighbour.") 



I walked abroad into the troubled world. 

And saw with fancy's eye a mournful sight, 

A scene of woe, a picture of despair, 

Whose every feature bore the darkest hues 

Of maddening misery. The turb'lent waves 

Of wickedness and sin did break and roar 

Tumultuous o'er the surface of the earth. 

The common course of man's eventful life. 

At all times hazardous and full of strife. 

Was changed and turned. The mazy mist of death? 

The lowering clouds of hell obscured the sun 

Of bright prosperity. Buin's black hand 
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Like some gaunt spectre, hideous, lean, and thin. 

Loomed through the murky shadows gathered o'er 

The face of things ; and like a stagnant pool. 

Whose waters steam with poisonous pestilence, 

The stream of life stood still. What did I see ? 

What metamorphosis so strange and dire, 

What cause mysterious operating wide 

Transformed the world ? Hear it ye mighty winds ! 

Hear it ye waters, and ye stormy skies ! 

Hear it ye spirits as ye gently sweep, 

On pinions bright along the confines dark 

Of earth's domains ! Hear it ye mortals,, hear ! 

Hear it who now in strong security 

Build up your glittering schemes ! The golden cord, 

The triple thread that binds and binds and binds, 

The magic tie, invaluably strong, 

That wound itself in many a graceful coil 

Among the heartstrings of society, 

The bands, the well knit bands of confidence^ 

Were severed all ! and confidence had fled ! 

From man and man's abode 'twas gone, 'twas gone ? 

See what disastrous chance and consequence 

Besulted. See what evils stalk abroad ! 

Nations and men no longer join their hands 

In fellowship's true bonds. No man could trust 
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His fellow man or aught in him respect. 

Commerce and trade in every joint and limb 

Were paralysed, while forgery and fraud 

In every shape preyed on the vital powers 

Of all society. Virtue and truth 

Were trampled in the dust. Foul selfishness, 

Deep rooted selfishness was the great rule 

The base bom principle of every action. 

Suspicion, distrust, distrust and suspicion, 

Were universal on the human face, 

All ties were broken, honour was ignored, 

Duties CO -relative and relative. 

Paternal, social, public, and divine, 

Were all neglected, and the lofty scope 

Of intellect was crushed. Parent and child, 

Employer and employed, husband and wife, 

The ruler and the ruled no longer held 

Each other in esteem. Sweet charity 

With confidence had sped on rapid wings. 

The poor were pined, and wretched and debased. 

The rich man hemmed himself on every side 

Around, and feasted on his wealth alone, 

Rogues plundered rogues, and every base design, 

Dark plot and combination occupied 

The faithless heart of man. 
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The scene has changed, the vision fled,^ 
The murky clouds away have sped, 

A.nd light is in the sky ; 
The earth rejoices, man is blest. 
The stormy billows are at rest, 

And peace proclaimed on high. 

Again I looked upon the changing earth, 

And saw the nations full of holy mirth. 

The voice of song and praise resounded wide. 

And gladness flowed with every rising tide 

The vallies and the rapture-teeming hiUs, 

The brooks and rivers, woods and murmuring rills 

The mighty city and the rural nook 

The man of wealth, the shepherd with his crook. 

All, all rejoiced in Confidence's smile, 

And plenty reigned o'er continent and isle. 

Prosperity to commerce and to trade ! 

Contentment bloomed in flowers which never fade. 

Gaunt poverty is robbed of all its prey 

Grim want is sent rejoicing on its way, 

Black wretchedness is covered o'er with smiles, 

Misfortune leaps, escaped from binding coils. 

Sickness and sorrow raise the drooping head ; 

Pale hunger's cries are satisfied with bread ; 

N 
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Young ignorance is rescued, clothed and taught ; 
The wanderer reclaimed, the outcast sought ; 
Pollution cleansed, the victim snatched from sin. 
Foul vice and crime to virtue's path hrought in : 
The widow's heart is gladdened, and the sighs 
Of the poor orphan end in joyful cries. 
Poor humhle worth from penury is guatded. 
And faithful services are well rewarded ; 
Strict industry and honest toil are hlest. 
And struggling talent rises unoppressed ; 
Benevolence and pity hand in hand 
With love and confidence together stand ; 
While charity a heaming glittering star 
Shines with a lustre seen and known afar. 
These Qod-sent messengers did all comhine. 
And earth did flourish like a clustering vine. 
'Twas once a weary darksome wilderness, 
With mingled scenes of horror and distress, 
'Twas hut a desert, men did howl and cry, 
Wailings of woe arose unto the sky, 
The wounds of sin found not a healing hand 
Curses and yells were heard in every land. 
But Confidence speeds forth and glittering rings, 
And where she hroods the earth in rapture sings, 
As beacon flres that gild the dreary night, 
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As guardian angels hovering ever bright ; 
As real enchanters scattering bliss around, 
As balmy dews unto the thirsty ground ; 
As rainbow tints unto the stormy sky. 
As star lamps shining on the ether high ; 
So Confidence with all her glorious train 
Did bless the earth, and had a peaceful reign. 
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MIGHT T. HIGHT; OR THE SWALLOW AJTD 
THE SPAEEOW. 



X TALB FOXTKDBD OH FAOT. 



It happened once upon a day in Spring, 
About the time that birds begin to sing, — 
About the time when those again appear 
Which have been absent more than half the year. 
The swallows came along with all the rest, 
And each one sought its well remembered nest. 
Beneath a cottage eaves, in silent shade. 
The subject of our tale her nest had made. 
With rapturous joy she viewed the snug retreat, 
'\^Ticre she might rest her weary wings and feet. 
In all her wandering in a foreign land, 
0*er barren mountains, plains, and burning sands. 
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Oft had she thought of that delicious nook, 
And fondly hoped once more on it to look. 
'Twas there she reared her broods of tender young ; 
'Twas there she ofttimes sung her twittering song ; 
And with expressions of extreme delight, 
Upon the entrance now did she alight,— 
But lo ! a surly sparrow from within 
Cries out, *' Hallo ! who's making all this din ? 
Who's this that dares to enter through my door. 
Without permission asked of me before ?" 
The astonished swallow trembled in dismay. 
And for a moment knew not what to say ; 
But conscious that the right was on her side : — 
She quickly to the sparrow thus replied : — 
"Art thou a robber ? is aggression thine ? 
Dost then not know that this dear place is mine ? 
With pains and labour I the structure reared. 
And long with anxious thoughts for it hare cared. 
'Tis mine by every just and sacred law. 
And in my title there is not a flawi 
Wherefore, would' st thou deprive me of my rights 
And think to grieve me by superior might f- 
Begone, thou foul usurper of my home. 
And let me to its sacred precincts come." 
The sparrow flew into a towering passion, 
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Abused the swallow in a cruel fashion. 
" Dost call me robber, puny thing," says he, 
*' And darest thou thus address thyself to me ? 
I care not for thy title or thy claim, 
The house is mine and it shall bear my name. 
Dost think that I shall e'er make way for thee ? 
Thou puny thing ; quick from my presence flee !'* 
With this he seized the swallow by the throat, 
And brake her wings, and tore her glossy coat ; 
Then dashed her bleeding to the hardened stones. 
And e'en exulted o'er her cries and groans. 
The wounded creature to the roof of thatch 
With much exertion climbed, for help to watch ; - 
And soon she spied a bevy of her race. 
Who at her call alighted on the place. 
To these she showed her bleeding throat and side. 
She told her piteous tale, and then she died ! 
That night. a council near the bloody spot 
Was held upon a neighbouring chimney pot. 
Next morning, long before the sun had risen, 
The sparrow's stolen mansion was his prison. 
At break of day, and whilst the rogue did sleep, 
Six swallows did their resolution keep. 
To inflict upon the culprit righteous wrath, 
And thus avenge their fellow swallow's death— 
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Two brought materials, two built up the door, 
And two kept watch the busy workmen o'er ; 
The walls were strengthened and the whole secured, 
And there in darkness was the thief immured. 
His cries, his eflforts, and his prayers were vain, — 
They left him to despair, remorse, and pain ; 
And there he died, with maddening rage shut in, 
The guilty victim of his darling sin. 

MOBAL. 

Though might may triumph for a time o'er rights 

Yet deeds of darkness toiU be brought to light ; 

And justice retributive toiU descend 

On every grasping mortal in the end. 

And oft the rod will fall when least expected. 

By the strong arm of vengeance well directed. 

Let men take warning from the sparrow's fate, 

And ne'er his shameful conduct imitate. 

Let fight be ever sacred in your eyes. 

And let the strong the weaker ne'er despise. 



o^i>^g?Cl^'^ 
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THE FATE OF GENIUS. 



(Writton after reading the foUowiog passage in the report of a iMture 
on the above subject.— "It -were better for a maa nevtr to hav« been 
bom than bom to be a poet*') 



Hear this, ye bardliixgs, by the muses taught. 
Hear it, and tremble at the fearful thought ! 
Hear it and sink ! sink deep into the mire ! 
Hear it and haste, destroy the fatal lyre ! 
Go forth and weep, go mourn in bitter tears, 
That e'er your lives were reckoned in the years I 
Lament and howl that e'er you saw the light ; 
Plunge into darkness ! hide you in the mght. 
A spell hangs o'er you, ye, of men the scorn, 
"'Twere better far ye never had been born!" 
Go, curse the muse, turn from her dread embrace. 
Flee for your lives whene'er she shows her face. 
O ye who to the poet's name aspire. 
Take timely warning, quench the rising fire ; 
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Read here the doom of the unfortunate. 
And shun the evils of the poet's fate. 

And is it thus, and must I then forego 
The pleasures which the muse can here hestow ?- 
And must I never, never dare to roam 
Amongst the bowers where Beauty has a home ? 
,Must I ne'er gaze with rapture-tejeming eye 
-Upon the forms whdch Fancy brings me nigh ?- 
And must I be deprived of those delights 
Which fill my soul when high she takes her flights ? 
What ! is it then a sin to court the muse, 
Because her favours some have dared t' abuse ! 

O no I The lecturer may talk for me 
About the bard's mysterious destiny, 
And cite examples of untimely death, — 
Of -mortals blighted by the muse's breath ; 
But I will ever answer at her call. 
And at her beck will fearless venture all ; 
I'll roam with her through fancy's bright domain, 
And, taught by her, I'll sing my simple strain- 
While truth and purity run through my theme, 
And while my songs with heaven-taught wisdom teem. 
No fate disastrous will I ever fear, 
Nor curse the day I Caught the muse's ear; 
I'll seek delights on fair Pamasus' hill, 
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And e*en attempt from thence my shell to fill. 

If I was bom a poet, then I'll sing. 

Fulfil my mission, and my ofierings bring ; 

And if I ne'er pervert the sacred right. 

My sun will not sink down in endless night 

If God, the giver of each perfect gift. 

Bestows on man a power which can uplift 

His conscious soul, and fill his fellow's breast 

With pure emotions, and affections blest ; 

If in a small degree that power be mine, 

I'm favoured, but the favours do combine 

Responsibilities tremendous high. 

Which point direct unto eternity. 

Why say, " 'Twere better I had ne'er been bom," 

Than to inherit that which wakes the morn. 

And charms the eve with echoes loud and long,-*- 

The poet's ecstacy, the power of song ? 

Full many a mortal to his grief will find 
That he was numbered with perverse mankind ; 
And all who only serve themselves on earth 
Had better far have never had a birth ! 
But why select the poet from the mass 
Particular on him the doom to pass ? 
Ye talk as though it were a judgment dire 
To be possessed of that which can inspire 
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The tongues and pens of some few mortals here, — 

A dreaded thing this genius does appear ! 

Does Qod then give such gifts, so great and grand, 

To mark His cteatures with the outcast's brand ? 

Ye talk of Nature* s gifts by Nature given, 

And thus ignore the glorious right of Heaven. 

And what w Nature but a gift of God, 

From life to man, from daisies in the sod ! 

The Ruler of the Universe, 'tis He 

Who gives the gifts, yet leaves the creature free. 

And woe to him who dares the trust pervert ! 

Ye favoured ones, be ever on the alert. 

The "poet's path" is fraught with dangers great. 

And some have on the quicksands met their fate. 

Perverted genius did their vessel steer, 

And dissipation closed their mad career ; 

Their course was like the fiery meteor's flight— 

A moment's blaze, a plunge in blackest night. 

O ye who have the precious gift divine. 

Go, cherish it, and let it burn and shine ; 

And let your light be like the evening star. 

Serene and steady, seen and known afar. 

The " Fate of Genius" in your case shall be 

A glorious portion in eternity. 




i®. 
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THE FAIE. 



The month of October once more has obeyed 

The summons of time, and in russet arrayed, 

Advances to take her position and part 

In the year which is hastening on to depart. 

The harvest is over, the Summer is past. 

On the ground in profusion the leaves are now cast. 

The swallows are leaving, the starlings are seen 

In flocks with the rooks at the morning and e*en. 

The days are now shortening, and chill is the air, 

And the time has arrived, — it is I^ottingham Fair : 
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Out good county town, never dull or asleep, 
Sets to in good earnest the feast now to keep : 
The glad-hearted natives are '^dressed to the nine," 
The streets are all gay, and the houses are fine : 
Country cousins are welcomed with smiles of delight, 
And pressed very warmly to " stay all the night." 
Ah ! well we remember — ^not many years past — 
In boyhood's bright days with what rapture we cast 
Our eyes on the morning so calm and serene 
Which saw us trip off to the mirth flowing scene. 
Eight gladly we sped through the field or the lane, 
Well armed with a stick or a gold headed cane, 
With pockets well lined with good halfpence and 

pence, 
And heads that were furnished with anght but good 

sense ; 
Each group on the road did most happy appear : — 
"Hurrah, my fine fellows, we're off to the Fair." 
We pass the Trent bridges, and enter the town, 
And straightway we haste to that place of renown— 
The centre of tumult — ^the great market squarfe. 
With which in all England but few can compare. 
.What wonders on wonders astonish our view. 
Though 'tis not the first time we have seen them, 'tis 

true. 
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To inspect and " take stock " then at once we set to. 
Form plans, and consult about what we should do. 
These matters all settled we beat a retreat. 
And find out somewhere for something to eat. 
Then begin we in earnest to see the fine sights. 
To hear the sweet music, and taste the delights. 
There's Wombwell's menagerie, and Holloway's stages 
And all the most wonderful things of the age : 
Fat pigs and fat children in plenty are there, — 
Descriptions of giants and of dwar£s rend the air. 
Then there's Indian wars, and Waterloo's battle. 
Engagements in China, and wonderful cattle. 
There's " grand exhibitions," and high learned pomes. 
And hares which perform, and astonishing conies. 
Here your portrait is taken, and here you are weighed. 
And here try your strength, if a penny be paid. 
'^Tom fools" and fine actors in glittering array. 
Exhibit their tinsel in the beams of the day. 
Then you see '* Punch and Judy " at the turn of the 

street. 
And jugglers and tumblers in plenty you meet. 
Here's monkeys and donkeys, and animals funny. 
And birds of fine plumage from lands which are sunny. 
Here's an elephant huge that can *' stand on his head," 
And a man eating fire as if it were bread. 
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Big drums and shrill trumpets, and cymbals and 

gongs 
Mix up with the sound of a thousand loud tongues : 
And clangour and clamour, and shouting, and din, 
And bawling, and squalling, that makes you quite 

grin. 
There's bustle, and rustle, and pushing, and rushing. 
And cramming, and thrusting, and squeezing, and 

crushing- 
Then •' down the bazaars" we elbow our way, 
And gaze on the gorgeous the tempting display : 
There's gingerbread husbands and gingerbread wives, 
And fourpenny trumpets, and sixpenny knives ; 
Ah, there we soon spent our short stock of money 
In all sorts of objects so curious and funny. 
Then evening comes on when the town is "all light," 
Fresh scenes of attraction make claims on our sight, 
In the Hall of Mechanics a Concert is given, 
The Exchange doors are open for something at seven ; 
And some to the dram shop or tavern make haste 
To fashion themselves *' a disgrace to a beast." 
Some get very tipsy, lose money and watches. 
And show on their faces foul bruises and scratches. 
After all it is very like *' Vanity Fair," 
And many had better have never been there. 
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Such scenes of confusion, excitement, and riot. 
Agree not with those who love peace, calm, and quiet. 
And now it is time that we " Johnnies" went home. 
Or perchance we shall wish that we nevfer had come., 
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THE FAST YOUNG MAN. 



Allow me to state at the head of my sonnet, 

That the world has some very queer people upon it ; 

And fearless 1*11 strive to describe with my pen 

The deeds which I have seen amongst men, 

How the world will assume different aspects and shades 

To the eye of poor mortals of opposite grades ; 

How some will abuse all its pleasures and gains, 

And view with false vision whatever it contains. 

"What a world, what a world, we have found, lack-a- 

day! 
''What a world of strange things we've popped into," 

they say. 
Now this is all folly and quite a mistake, 
To talk as if earth of man's sins did partake. 
Why the world's very well, 'tis the men it contains 
Who engender the evil and cause all the pains, 
o 
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'Tis a beautiful world in all its own ways. 

It is free from disorder and worthy of praise : 

The seasons in regular rotation do follow, 

The Autumn brings fruit, and the Spring brings the 

swallow. 
The hills and the valleys do smile with delight. 
And the day is for ever succeeded by night, 
The song-birds do sing, and the bright waters play 
And the forest trees love Nature's laws to obey. 
But Man is a creature eccentric and strange, 
And away from the path of obedience will range. 
And now, to proceed with my prefigured plan, 
I'll beg to commence with "The racy young man." 

The world to his false tision aye appears 
As some few spots were for a term of years. 
He's placed to flutter like a butterfly, 
And suck sweet honey from each floweret's eye. 
Poor mortal ! he expects to find a treasure 
In every vice, and in each folly pleasure ; 
His head is filled with giddy dreamy notions, 
And foolish are his thoughts, and wild his motions. 
He bets and gambles, smokes, and swears, and drinks, 
He laughs and jeers and sneers, and never shrinks 
From passing far beyond each lawful tether, 
And vice and folly williie link together. 
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Ah, view him in his headlong mad career, 
And trace his footsteps through each speedy year. 
At fifteen he with jest began to learn 
The wages of a self-taught fool to earn. 
He first commences with an odd cigar, 
And then he buys a dozen from afar ; 
Next half a pound, and then a box or two 
Will scarce supply his wants the seven days through. 
Beer satisfied him once, then rum and gin, 
Port, sherry, and brandy freely takes he in. 
Then he must have a ring to adorn his hand, 
Then two or more to make his figure grand, 
His studs and collars, trowsers, coat, or vest, 
Must be in *• style," and of material best. 
His mind's as destitute of common sense 
As oft his pockets are of useful pence, 
He has a vision of his tailor's bill, 
And then he dips into his master's till. 
One thing absorbs his weak and little mind, 
'Tis pleasure, pleasure, fickle as the wind. 
He seeks it here and there and everywhere, 
And sober life most dreadful does appear. 
The opera, the ball, the midnight revel, 
Excitement and intoxication level 
The rising instincts of his conscious soul, 
o2 
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And passions' floods voluptuous o'er him roll. 
Still on he goes, still faster in his pace, 
Excess and foul debauchery blanch Jiis face. 
The killing point, the pace is reached at last. 
And on the troubled bed of death he's cast. 
And dies, the victim of self-will and lust. 
And had he lived he'd lived to want a crust. 
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THE POTHOUSE INFIDEL. 



The sun as he rides through the ether high, 
The stars which bespangle the midnight sky, 
The streams of the silvery moon's pale light, 
The glorious voice of the midsummer night, 
The flowers which adorn the vocal woods. 
The whispering winds, and the rushing floods. 
The soul of man, and the bird's bright wing, 
The honey bee, and the forest king. 
The Winter snow, and the hoar frost gem. 
The Summer's royal diadem. 
Do sing aloud of the Lord most High, 
And tell of His Power and Majesty. 
The breath of life has a language pure, 
And nature's voice, in an accent sure. 
Each day gives praise to a God above. 
And speaks of His care and holy love. 
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Oh ! where is the man who will not see 
The grand designs of the Deity ? 
Ah ! here's a creature with a darkened mind, 
Where ignorance and folly are combined. 
His notions are a crude and blackened mass. 
And in his thoughts he's very like an ass. 
GKve him his comer and his 'custom'd chair. 
And he will settle every state affair. 
He'll put to rights the nation's every wrong. 
And vent his spleen in language rather strong. 
Give him his pipe, and fill his pot with beer. 
And a bombastic lecture you shall hear. 
He fancies he has understood the world, 
That wisdom's page to him has been unfurled. 
He intimates that he can teach mankind, 
And ope' the eyes of us, poor mortals blind. 
. He views creation with an evil eye, 
And swears the Bible's all a priest-made lie, 
He prates and puffs, and with a knowing nod. 
Presumptuous fool ! declares *' There is no God,'' 
That earth was made without a Maker's hand. 
That chance supremely rules the sea and land. 
All Christian men are objects of his hate,—- 
He has no God or minister but Fate. 
Ah ! there he sits, inspired by drink and fume^ 
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His memory stored with foul Tom Paine and Hume, 

He " spouts " and rails with pot-house eloquence, 

And listening chums admire his wit and sense. 

Debased and low and filthy though he be, 

He is to them a w'orshipp'd deity. 

They think his wisdom and his wit profound, 

And hearty plaudits run the circle round. 

Poor fool ! did he e'er read and understand 

One page of Nature's revelations grand ? 

Did he e'er search for wisdom aX the fount. 

Or climb unto the summit of the mount. 

Where Truth enthroned in dazzling splendour rules, 

And waits to cleanse the hearts of mortal fools ? 

Did he e'er watch the glorious orbs of night. 

And meditate upon th' enchanting sight ? 

Did he e'er read the evidence so clear 

Which is inscribed on every turning year ? 

Go, in£del, and like a honest man 

Enquire, and look, and search, and read, and scan ; 

The blasphemies which burn upon thy tongue. 

The deep potations which inspire thy song, 

Will not avail thee in the hour of need 

Nor change a doctrine in the Christian's creed. 
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"THEY SAT." 



'' They say/' is a mischieyous, meddling wretch, 

The father of scandal and lies ; 
His blinkers are bleared, and his tongue it will stretch. 

To the length of the tempter's disguise. 

He*s unscrupulous, unprincipled, unjust, and unfair. 

Malicious, deceitful, and base ; 
He looks very insolent, vacant, and queer, 

While the brass it shines bright on his face. 

But rogue as he is, men attend on his pleasure. 

And women they constantly seek him ; 
They quote all his words, though he lies without 
measure, 

^^*v, oft for their tales they bespeak him. 
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If calumny base be affixed to your name, 
If falsehoods designed be heaped on it ; — 

If your motives unjustly are loaded with blame, 
It is always " They say," who has done it. 

If the molehill be swelled to the mountain's dimension* 

Or a maiden's fair repute impured ; 
If a string of absurdities claims your attention, 
" They say " had a hand in't be assured. 

If a gossip, a scandal, or a wonderful story, 

Be hatched to a neighbour's reproach ; 
Why then in a minute " They say's " in his glory. 

And he's off with the subject to broach. 

But, mark ye, whenever you'd question " They say," 

And trace up his pedigree clear ; 
He is gone, he has vanished, he's out of the way. 

This scrutiny he never can bear. 

Then when he " shews up " let us make it a rule. 
To hiss him, to scorn him, to scout him ; 

He's a rogue and a liar, a knave and a fool, 
And the world were far better without him. 
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THE POLITICIAN. 



*' Small tankard and pipe, and the Times of this morning, 
Be quick, if you please, as the news is of war ! " 

And the wreaths from his clay tube are quickly dawning 
The charming interior of the snug little "bar." 

Inspired by the fumes and the tankard's bright shining, 
He lays down the paper and openly " spouts " 

Of tones retreating, of liberals combining, — 
Of all the great interests, the ins and the outs. 

In confidence glowing with self satisfaction, 

His " party " is raised at a stroke to the skies ; — 

Be it chartist, republican, or radical faction, 
'Tis the only salvation for man in his eyes. 



THE POLITICIAN. 211 

He tells you the sayings of statesmen with passion, 

He spurns the opinion of opposite sections ; 
He rights all the nation's affairs, in his fashion, 
• And predicts the results of the coming elections. 

His tankard twice fiU'd and twice emptied, he rises, 
And hastes to a " company " of spirits elsewhere ; 

The draught is repeated, the smoke it arises, 

The " spouting' 8 " resumed with a vengeance there. 

At night with his '* noddle " all swimming with notions 
Of heer, and tohacco, and government strife. 

He gropes to his home with eccentrical motions,— 
To a pining, neglected, and angry wife. 

She vows and declares that these whigs and these tories. 
These Sections and ballots have crazed his soft head ; 

He raves about " hustings '* and all the old stories. 
She gives him a " dressing " and puts him to bed. 
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TDI SCR0G6INS TO NED WHITR 



JL PAJOLIAB EPISTLB. 



Dear Ned i rite yer this afeckshnat letter 

Hopping to find yer of yer hillness better. 

I know'd yer Ned afore yer liv'd ith town 

When yo an me druv plow for farmer firown. 

My eye ! what fun wer used ta hev bod nestin, 

An catchin sparrars, but this is not the questin : 

I want to ax yer, Ned, if it be tru 

About those meetins where town folks go to ; 

Where yo gets nolig like, and lams to know 

A bit about things, like, and sich, ya kno. 

Bill Spriggs cum horn one dee to see his mother, 

I dont mean blacksmith Bill, i mean th' tother 

Whats gon to be a prentis to a draper 

Ith big town yonder where the print th' newspaper. 

Bill teld us sich a tale for sartin/y 
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That made me ommast thout he teld a lie. 

But then i shouldnt questin what Bill sed. 

However he set my mouth a wattering, Ned. 

Yo know i alias liked a nicetish hook, 

An so did yo, Ned, ith oud chimley nook. 

Well Bill, he sed they'd lots and lots they hed indeed. 

And rooms where yoimg chaps meets to study an read. 

An then Bill said they'd 'scussion classes like 

An sociations an this made me sike. 

An of i went las night to oud Bet Ghreen's 

Once more to horrow them oud methodis magazeens. 

Ive red em times and times an so hev yo Ned 

When other lads wor fast asleep e hed. 

But Bill he mensioned sich a lot o works, 

(Bill calld em works) as us as fothers stirks 

And goos to plow we niver herd afore 

An now i cant remember em afe om sure. 

Then Bill he teld us summat about some lectures. 

Which filld my hed wi very queer conjecturs. 

He talkd about great alls where folks all goos 

To lam sich things as jist they'd a mind to choos. 

Bill teld us sum on em, lets see — theres jolly gy, 

Musick and po'try, kimstry and thoUy gy, 

Histry, jogriffy, natommy, tommoUigy 

Stronnymy, yollygy, ethicks frenollygy 
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StengrafPy, fongrafiy, awthagraffy, fotagrafij, 

Jommetry, trickenommtry, magics, kronommytry, 

Mekanicks, kromatticks, mattbew matticks 

Costicks, idrawlicks, new matticks, drostaticks, 

Bografiy, painting, natral histry, charickteristicks 

Of siense, of natur, an of litterry ture and art. 

I thout, dear Ned, to git em of be hart 

But then i couldnt, my poor hed it wirld 

I niver thout there was eich things ith world. 

But Bill sez ther is though, — tell me, Ned, ist true 

If yo'U rite to ma I will bleave you. 

Us rustick chaps we dont know nowt about nowt 

But sarvin th' pigs and muckin th' oud cows owt. 

An gettin up ith momin and goin to wok, Ned 

An then we " supper up " at 8 o'clock and go to bed. 

But then they shouldnt want to keep us blind, 

But when i think on*t, Ned, they say we hev no mind. 

Us rusticks heznt, we've no bis'ness with no lamin 

Lecturs and sich doesn't do for folks as hez their livins 

to be harnin. 
What do we want to know about Indy or Amerikay 
Or po'try or Ostraly or litterry ture, lawk a day. 
But, Ned, since Bill cum horn, an told us all about it, 
O sum how i cant help thinkin on't like. I dout it 
Will mek me borrow thowd magazeens again 
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Though OY got em all of by art those dees as we couldnt 

go to wok cos th rain. 
O muti cunclude, Ned ; remember Tim, old boy, 
Yer oud crony as used to went wi yer a bod faggin an 

a nuttin an a crabbin wi arts full o' joy, 

Yors, RusTiCK Tim Scbqggins. 

Codgraff, Marsh th 20isixt 18 hundred 59. 
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EDWAED WHITE TO TIMOTHY SCROGGINS. 

(nr sxPLT.) 



Dear Tim, your letter calls for a reply ; 

Though business presses and the moments fly, 

I cannot let this good occasion pass 

Without a word unto the rustic class. 

I well remember all our rural sport, 

But now my games are of another sort. 

Since in this noble town I came to dwell, 

I've grown almost into a dapper swell. 

You'd scarcely know me, Tim, were you to see me, 

From clownish airs the town-taught habits free me. 

The information given by William Spriggs 

Is true, dear Tim, as true as iigs are figs. 

We have a mass of intellectual food. 

The useful, wise, the pleasant, and the good. 

Always on hand and ready for the use» 
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Amusing, simple, noble, plain, abstruse. 
The means are ever open to the mind, 
The opportunity we oft can find. 
Does music charm our over-burdened soul, 
The concert's raptures o'er our spirits roll. 
Does knowledge in our hearts create desire. 
The lecture hall and reading room inspire. 
Science and art display their every treasure, 
Reading and hearing always grant a pleasure. 
Dear Tim, I'm sorry you can never find 
Such opportunities to improve your mind. 
Some rural districts have their libraries. 
Their useful lectures and societies. 
I thought, perchance, you had a good collection 
Of books, instructive, and of wise selection. 
At any rale I'm certain there might be 
Mind brightening means for you as well as me. 
The village lad, as well as town-grown youth. 
Might learn the ways of knowledge and of truth. 
But Tim, dear fellow, don't you set it down 
That " all is gold that glitters " in the town ; 
Though means of knowledge and of truth abound. 
We've means of folly in abundance found ; 
Dark dens and holes where human nature grovels 
In filth and darkness as in heathen hovels. 
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YoQ talk, dear Tim, of looking to ike awine^ 
Of going to plough, and of the milking kine. 
All this, dear Tim, brings to my reeoUection 
The beauteous country in its sweet perfection. 
And here you have the advantage cm your side, 
'Twist you and me here is a difference wide. 
Though you may not have every written book. 
There's Nature's vcdume open in each nook* 
The quiet field a study still affords. 
The groves and woods resound with musie's chords. 
This subject, Tinii with joy I could pursue. 
But lime and space forbid ; I must leave you. 
Good bye, dear Tim, remember what I've said. 
And e'er believe me your affectionate N%d. 
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THE MAN OP "FUSTIAN." 

Tune— '*^ Thousand a Tear^^ 



yiy hat is but seedj, and fustian's my coat. 

And mj trousers are shining with gresuse, 
Mj face is unshaven, my hands they denote 

That from labour I scarce ever cease, gentle sirSy 

That from labour I scarce ever cease. 
But tit^iea I'm a man that you need not despise,-— 

You are made of the same sort of stuff; 
I've a soul and a heart looking out at my eyes. 

Though my outside's a little bit rough, gentle sirs, 

Though my outside's a little bit rough. 

Though the sweat of hard labour hangs orer my brow, 

Though rather severe is my lot, 
Why that's no disgrace to my nature I trow, 

On my character 'tis not a blot, gentle turs. 

On my character 'tis not a blot. 
p2 
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No, no, but I'll rather rejoice in content. 
If you'll grant me the boon that I ask : — 

Give me wages enough for.jny bread and my rent ; 
And an hour in the sunshine to bask, gentle sirSy 
And an hour in the sunshine to bask. 



I'm a man, I'm a man, then regard me as such, 
And take not my charter away ; 

I'm neither a " nigger," a " Turk," or a " Dutch," 
But an Englishman free as the day, gentle sirs, 
But an Englishman free as the day. 

Don't think I'm a stranger to feelings refined. 
Because " fustian's" adorning my back ; — 

Don't think that to every pure pleasure I'm blind. 
Because I am known as plain Jack, gentle sirs. 
Because I am known as plain Jack. 



Remember, ye gents of the glossy " broad cloth," 
That we men are all fashioned alike ; 

I've a mind to discern, and a hand nothing loth 
In the cause of my fellows to strike, gentle sirs. 
In the cause of my fellows to strike. 
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I'll bow to my betters wherever I go, 

I'll give honour where honour is due ; 
1 know that amongst us there's high and there's low, 

But let each to his duty prove true, gentle sirs, 

But let each to his duty prove true. 



Let " Broad Cloth" ne'er look on plain " Fustian" with 
scorn, 

Nor rob him of what is his right ; 
Though the garment is fashion' d the body to adom« 

'Tis the mind that will make the man bright, gentle 
sirs, 

'Tis the mind that will make the man bright. 
I'm a man, I'm a man, and I glory in that, 

And a man's common dues I will claim ; 
Though fustian's my jacket, and paper my hat. 

They change not my nature or name, gentle sirs, 

They change not my nature or name. 
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WHEN HE WAS A LAD. 



I remember a tale which my grandfather told 
Of the maximsy the men, and the manners of old ;^ 
How strongly he argued in favour and praise 
Of fashions departed and by-gone days. 
But my grandfather looked with a jaundiced eye, 
And spake with the tongue of a prejudiced spy. 
As he shook his head with a movement sad. 
And thought of the days when he was a lad. 



As he sat at his ease in his antique chair. 
Well, well I remember how oft he'd declare,^- 
While his eyes would flash with the fires of youth. 
As he sought to convince you he reasoned with tmth,-^ 
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That eyil Would come of your newofapgkd notions, 

Confounded oonfusion and direful commotions, 

That the world was all running stark tsrlld and stark 
mad — 

There ne'er were ^uch doings when he was a lad. 



He spoke very crcJss and he poked at the fire — 
His custom wheii aught had awakened his ire — 
He grumbled, he mumbled, and said it was queer 
That the world should grow sillier every year ; 
They wanted no blustering Mustering steam, 
Of railways and telegraphs never did dream ; 
They jogged on the journey contented and glad-^ 
Ah, tiiose Were the days when he was a lad. 



They rose in the morning at five of the clock. 
Took a bath at the pump and donn*d the blue sziloek. 
On bacon they breakfasted, dined just at noon, 
Went to bed in the twilight, and blessed the pale 

moon, — 
They wanted no gas-light or candles, not they ; 
Of books and such trash they had nothing to say^ 
For knowledge or learning were'nt wanted or had-^ 
Still men were £sr better when be was a lad. 
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But, grandfather, surely you spoke in vexation, 
Your argument has not a shade of foundation ; 
Must we still live in darkness and never aspire 
To degrees of refinement yet higher and higher? 
The world is one grand and improving old school. 
And he who can't learn is a dunce and a fool. 
'Twould never be wisdom, my august old dad. 
To return to the customs when you were a lad. 



There are follies in plenty still left in our age, — 
Abuses, and blockheads enough on the stage ; 
But th^n we must march over all and declare 
We'll onward, still onward, improve every year ; 
Cast down the blind walls which old Prejudice built. 
Purge out superstition and ignorant guilt. 
Look out for the good, and denounce all the bad. 
And forget the slow doings when he was a lad. 



IfHsteam was put out why the world would stand still. 
Slow coach and pack-horses would ne'er mount the 

hill; 
The ladies would look very queer on the pillion, 
linsey woolsey and bacon won't do for the million. 
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Vulgarity, jog-trot, and sloth must be hated, 
Good sense and good breeding must ever be mated. 
Invent and discover, to make the world glad, 
And pity the days when he was a lad. 



dae AFFSVPXZ, 



THE WAT OF THE WOELD. 



The way of the world, and the object of life, 

And the aim of the bulk of mankind 
Is to cheat and be cheated, to treat and be treated, 
And on the soft pillow of ease to be seated 

And gaily to scud with the wind. 

With many the object is how to make money. 

With some to gain honour and fame, — 
Though these are all bubbles inflated with trouble,,- 
As transient and fleeting as chaff, wind, or stubble 
Or smoke, or the meteor's flame. 

Some don't care a £g, if they can but look big. 

Which end of the nation goes first :— 
They cut a great dash with other men's cash, 
And flutter and bluster, and swagger till— crash / 
The high swelling bubble has burst ! 
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To appear what they are not, and not what they are, 

In the eyes of their envious neighbours 
Is the object of all, both the great and the small. 
And to riyal each other with a coat or a shawl 
Is the object and end of their labours* 



Some spend all their time, and :waste all their prime, 

In chasing the phantom of pleasure ; 
And some have a passion for following the fashion, 
And some live so " fast" that they soon get a *'smash on' 

And quickly they fill up their measure. 



Some lie and some swear^ and some always a|>pear 

With their tongues newly gamish'd with butter,-^ 
Though not at all blind, you will scarce ever find 
Such a thing as a conscience or a straightforward mind ; 
They are trampled beneath in the gutter. 



If you go to a market, a sale, or a fair, 

Though you look pretty sharply about you, 
Tou're as sure to be done as the day sees the sun. 
And if you complain you're no sooner begun 
Than some one will offer to " clout you." 
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If you tiiink you'll be honest, and upright, and true. 

In your actions, your words, and your dealings. 
Why the world very coolly will call you a fool. 
And condemn you for not growing wise in its school, 
And for not having similar feelings. 

like a pack of lean wolves o'er a carcase just found. 

The herd of mankind you may see : — 
The world is a bite to which all have a right. 
And o'er the sweet morsel they snarl and they fight. 
And a din they kick up o'er the spree. 

Its " have at you, my lads," get as much as you ca:n, 

'' The weakest must go to the wall ;" 
If you get a small scratch and a biting to match. 
Never mind, try again, go in for a snatch. 

You may yet have as much as them all. 
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WANTED A PARTNER FOR LIFE. 



(The foUowing appeared in a local paper :— 

"Wanted, by a lady, a thoroaghly domesticated partner for life. He 
must be of a cheerful, obliging disposition, and, as the lady has great 
expectations, no one need apply who has not at least an income of £500 
a year. Address, &o., &c.") 



A lady wants to be a wife, 
A settlement she wants in life, 
She wishes to be free from strife ; 

Who'll give her chance to prove it ? 
No doubt she's handsome, sweet, and young, 
And perhaps she's got a little tongue, 
And perhaps she plays and sings a song, — 

The music how you'd love it. 
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** Great ezpectatioiis," too, she has,— - 
At least we put down what she says. 
But then, what will be, is, and was. 

Have Tory different meanings ; — 
At any rate she may expect 
** Great " bliss, but then in this respect 
She perhaps will meet with some defect 
In matrimonial dealings. 

To suite her taste you must not try 
To elevate yourself on high ; 
•* Domesticated thoroughly^* -^ 

You know your destined place, sir; 
'Tis on the hearth beside the cat» 
And if you stir to take your hat 
The parrot, taught expressly that, 
WiU chide you to your face, sir. 

You must be ** cheerful," erer free 
From cloudy-browed malignity; 
In everything you must agree 

With the object of your chdce, sir ; 
** Obliging, and ^ good-natured," too, 
With blandbhments and smiles not few, 
T'accompany all you say and do 

To make her heart rejdoe, dr. 
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Anticipatmg each desire, 

Running through water and through fire. 

Oft crouching in the slough of mire 

To serve and please her well, sir ; 
Attending on her every look. 
And when her temper gets a crook 
You must not '* talk agaii^," but brook 

Her anger as you will, sir. 

To make the bargain more complete 
You " must " each year lay at her feet 
Five hundred pounds, with kisses sweet. 

And more if you can raise It ; — 
On these conditions you've a wife 
Who perhaps would bless your future life. 
But though you were thus &ee from strife 

Your choice I would not jHraise it. 



<^s.fc.<7V;^gi5^^/1&s;a*^ 
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"THE FASHION." 



What makes mankind a pack of fools, 

And with a tyrant's sceptre rules 

The herd as though they were but mules ? 

"The Fashion." 

Of what is man the willing slave ? 
What does the road to ruin pave, 
And help to dig full many a grave ? 

" The Fashion." 

What is more fickle than the wind, 
More changeful than the childish mind, — 
To common sense and reason blind ? 

"The Fashion." 
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What's tliat which only gives the word, 
And ladies make themselves absurd, — 
A ffight to every beast and bird ? 

« The Fashion." 

What's that which Moll, and Bet, and Kate, 
For fear of being out of date. 
Will always try to imitate ? 

"The Fashion." 

What makes that foppish youth give ear 

To vile suggestions, and declare 

He'll have some cash from here or there? 

" The Fashion." 

What has full many a strange device. 
And oft with argument so nice 
Will make a virtue of a vice ? 

"The Fashion." 

What's that which feeds insatiate pride, 
And ever tarries by the side 
Of vanity — ^its chosen bride ? 

"The Fashion." 
Q 
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Wliat*8 that which mocks at industry^ 
And sneers sometimes at decency, 
And gives our boasted sense the lie ? 

"The Fashion." 

What is a foe t* economy ? 

What makes the husband's money fly ? 

What often ends in bankruptcy ? 

••The Fashion.*' 

What tramples on our natural right. 
And turns the glorious day to night. 
And goes to bed at morning's light ? 

••The Fashion/' 
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DON'T THINK TO PLEASE ALL. 



Don*t think as you pass on the journey of life 
That you'D always be clear of the "waters of strife," 

That fortune will always befriend you ; 
Don't fondly imagine you'll never receive 
A stab in the dark or a thorn in your sleeve, 

That friendship will always defend you. 

Don't think you shall always get praise from your 

neighbours, 
Don*t think to please all with your well meaning 
labours ; 
But guard against inward vexation : 
Don't think disappointment will never rebuff you. 
That envy, or hatred, or pride will ne'er cuff you, 
That blessed will e'er be your vocation. 
q2 
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If you should but a little conspicuous stand, 
111 will and ill nature pluck out the hand. 

To bother, annoy, and distress you ; 
Great holes will be picked in your decentish coat. 
And slander will send the false rumours afloat. 

If fortune should slightly caress you. 

The world is composed of a termagant crew. 
The knowing ones many, the ignorant few. 

All biting and spiting each other. 
They are scorning and flouting, lampooning and looting. 
Distorting, detracting, and sulking, and pouting. 

And raising a dust and a pother. 

There are some who are always inimical, cynical, 
Satirical, comical, mimical, finical, 

Who set themselves up as your judges ; 
There are some hypercritical, some hyperbolical. 
Some hypothetical — ^hypochondriacal 

Hypocrites owing you grudges. 

There are some always acting as factious objectors. 
Conceited advisers and stupid directors, 

All telling you what you should do ; [i^^gj 

There are ignorant complainers aU snarling and squall- 
With ready fault finders all pulling and hauling. 

Knowing all things far better than you. 



don't think to please all. 287 

Don't think to please all, for that rule isn't practical. 
But don't think to wander through life misanthropical, 

But rather forgive and forget : 
A fig for man's judgment, — that mind may be sounder 
Which is always excited and ready to flounder 

In the bog of a stew and a fret. 

Don't think to please all, but then never turn crusty, 
And selflshy and snappish, and nasty, and musty, 

Don't shut yourself up in your shell ; 
If you can't please your neighbour, why please your 

own conscience ; 
The world's fine opinions are clamour and nonsense, 

Never fear if you always do well. 
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THE SOLDIER'S FAREWELL TO THE 
CRIMEA. 



Farewell, thou drear ensanguined land, farewell I 
No more amid thy barren wastes we dwell ; 
No more we breathe thy pestilential breath. 
Nor meet upon thy plains disease and death. 
Birth-place o£ horrors ! long hast thou retained 
Our wasted forms ; but now have we regained 
Our freedom. From thy rugged shores we flee. 
And joyful steer to home and liberty. 
For unknown ages hidden was thy name. 
But now 'tis honoured with a lasting fame ; 
Full many a spot within thy narrow bounds 
Is stainZd with blood, and big with swelling mounda. 
Where numberless our fallen comrades lie 
Deep hidden far from friendship's loving eye. 
Farewell, ye sleeping heroes brave, farewell ! 
Long shall your memories be remembered well ; 
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Long will the scenes be present to the mind 

Where ye a glorious soldier's death did find. 

The dreary trench, the well-contested fight, 

The piercing cold, the bloody strife at night. 

The deadly pestilence, the cannon's shower, 

The raging storm, the city's stubborn power, 

Supply materials dire for history's book. 

On which with horror all our sons will look. 

Comrades ! we leave you in your darksome graves. 

Washed by^he Euxine's dark and angry waves. 

Rank weeds and grass will soon grow o'er your heads. 

And solitude obscure your lowly beds. 

The storm is o'er, the dread confusion past : 

The beams of peace upon the earth are cast. 

But ye return not to the smiles of home. 

Nor will ye more your native vallies roam ; 

The joyous welcomes of a nation's voice 

Greet not your ears, nor your cold hearts rejoice. 

At duty's post, in honour's cause ye fell, 

And once again, brave souls, we say farewell! 

Thou land surrounded by a gloomy hue, 

Thy shores are now receding from our view ; 

The glorious cause is gained, our task is done. 

The right has conquered, and the day is won. 

Hurrah for England ! and hurrah for home ! 

To thee once more, our native isle, we come. 
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NOTTINGHAM. 



Nottingham I Nottingham ! glorious old town. 
So famous, so favoured, so high in renown ! 
What pen can describe all thy beauties so rare ? 
What town in old England with thee can compare ? 
Thou hast a few faults and shortcomings I wot. 
But where is the town or the man that has not ? 
Thy glories transcend and cast these into shade ; — 
Those glories they never shall languish or fade. 
But brighter shall grow as each swift running year 
Makes shadows depart and improvements appear. 
Thou art as the city that's set on a hill— 
Thou shinest afar, and our hearts O they thrill 
When we view all thy charms in the day's sunny light, 
Or regard thee resplendently 'lumined at night. 
The rock is thy dwelling, thy strong habitation, 
And pure and salubrious is thy situation, 
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What ages are past since thy forefathers rude 
First ate in thy caverns their simply-dressed food ! 
Thy glorious old castle in majesty stands, 
And frowns like a giant o'er the neighbouring lands ; 
In silence and grandeur it sleeps on the rock, 
And the rooks and the jackdaws around it will flock. 
Thy river, the beauteous, the silvery Trent, 
From whose sunny banks to the skies have been sent 
The rapturous songs of the poets inspired. 
Still runs by thy side a companion untired ; 
A river more lovely, more charming, and clear. 
Adorns not the meads of our island so fair. 
Thy commerce, old town, of importance is great, 
And southward and northward at a glorious rate 
Thy size and proportions are vastly increasing, — 
Thy factories roar with a tumult imceasing ; 
And industry's stamped on thine every feature — 
Of business and riches O thou art the creature. 
Thy textile productions, thy stockings and lace. 
In civilized lands o'er the world find a place. 
Thy Market Place ranks as the first in the land. 
Though a little adorning would make it more gr^nd; 
The marts of thy merchants in splendid array 
Give to thee, however, an aspect quite gay. 
To make thee more perfect^ and quite uniform, 
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In a few little matters thou need'st a reform ; 
And thou art now running upon the right track, 
'TiB hoped thou wilt never have cause to look back. 
Thy young men are dapper, thy maidens are fair, 
And none in the country with them can compare. 
O thou hast brought forth a host of the great, 
Of men who did rise from the lowest estate, 
Whose names have resounded o'er the world far and 

wide, 
Of England the glory, the joy, and the pride. 



•^^c^-C^fiSCfeyOvD^^ 
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BEAUTIFUL FIRK 

(a SOira 70B A WINTEB'S 7IBB.) 



Beautiful fire, so warm and bright, 
Cheering us through the winter's night ; 
Above, below, both near and far, 
The feathery snow flakes hide the star. 

Beautiful fire ! 
Gem of the evening. 

Beautiful fire ! 

At such a lime thou seem'st to say 

Pile me up, 1*11 blaze away ; 

Come, crack you a bottle of wine and try 

The cake, and the ale, and the jolly poik-pie. 

Beautiful fire ! 
Gem of the evening, 

Beautiful fire ! 
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Dancing and sparkling I will shine. 
While you around me all combine 
To drive dull spirits forth afar, 
And all that would your pleasure mar. 

Beautiful fire ! 
Gem of the evening, 

Beautiful fire ! 



Come, circle around my glorious throne, 
My cheering influence you shall own ; 
Your hearts shall glow with fond desire, 
And love shall bless your beautiful fire. 
Beautiful fire ! 
Gem of the evening, 
Beautiful fire ! 



Beautiful fire with tongue so fine, 
We'll pile thee up, and thou shalt shine ; 
We*ll crack us a bottle of wine, kad try 
The cake, and the ale, and jolly pork-pie. 

Beautiful fire I 
Gem of the evening, 

Beautiful fire ! 
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Shine on, fire, and blaze away, 

And joy shall dance on every ray, 

Our pleasures shall flow by the cheering light, 

Through all the long hours of the Winter's night. 

Beautiful Are ! 
Gem of the evening. 

Beautiful Are ! 



OO^Q i C^C^r^D 
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MONET. 



▲ BOKG VOB THB MAJOHITT. 



O Money ! it is you, dear. 

Far, far from home ! 
I'd give thee a welcome true dear. 

If I could see thee come. 
I've heard thee not of late, 

Though my heart would much rejoice 
Could I hear thy welcome footstep 

And thy dear, sweet chinking voice, 
'T would be music on my ear 

And 'twould banish all my gloom, 
Money ! how we miss you. 

Wilt thou never come ? 
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We long to grip you tightly 

But can't get hold at all ; 
We saw you shining brightly. 

But you mock us when we call. 
The little bills are up 

And the days of grace are past, 
But the gold it does not tinkle 

And the silver would not last. 
So we're scared at every noise. 

For the bailiff seeks our home, 

Money ! how we miss you. 
Wilt thou never come ? 

Our days we pass without you. 
Our nights you never cheer, 

1 cannot dream about you 

For you rob my sleep so dear. 
Last night I pawned my watch 

And slipped out " the other way," 
But unto my dreary footstep 

Why a dun had found his way. 
So my pockets " out" again 

And my heart is full of gloom; 
O Money I how we miss you, 

Wilt thou never come ? 
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A "VILUGE FEAST" ANALYSED. 



Friendly greetings. 
Social meetings ; 
The blushing maid. 
The matron staid ; 
Lass with shy looks. 
Lad with sly looks. 
Simple and sweet the employment. 
Great the degree of enjoyment. 

Children's prattle* 

China's rattle ; 

Money to spend ; 

Treating a friend ; 

A brewing of ale, 

A merry tale ; 
Jollity, rerels uniting 
All spiced with a little of fighting. 
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Rabble and din, 

Great deal of sin ; 

Laughing and joking, 

Drinking and smoking ; 

Plenty of beef, 

A butcher's grief ; 
Boiling, and baking, and roasting ; 
Bragging, and pufiing, and boasting. 

Songs and catches. 

Midnight watches ; 

Oaths and curses^ 

Empty purses ; 

Headaches and blues. 

Hashes and stews ; 
Barrels to "tilt" and bones to "pike;** 
Then to work with a horrid dislike. 
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Through all the line of long drawn centuries. 
O'er ev'ry country spread before our eyes 
This king of horrors has his sceptre sway'd, 
And all unto him have their tribute paid ; 
The civilized, the savage, black, and white 
Here, one and all, on common ground unite ; 
Though different modes of warfare may abound. 
Yet war s the same wherever it is found ; 
To kill and to be kill'd is all th' amount 
With what dire weapons is of no account ; 
O horrid war ! thy name grates on our ears. 
It makes our blood creep, and awakes our fears ; 
To scorch and blast, and bum the fruitful earth 
Has been thy work e'er since hell gave thee birth ; 
What teeming millions of the human race 
Have perish'd in thy violent embrace ; 
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Thy bloody banners waving far on high 
Are borne by creatures of the blackest dye ; 
Ambition, near thee, lifts its ugly head, 
And bold aggression's host are by thee led ; 
And Murder, Rapine, Plunder, Blood, and Fire, 
Are in thy train, and fulfil thy desire, 
Nak'd desolation follows in thy steps, 
And mad destruction wildly round thee le$ips ; 
A desperate company, a cursed crew, 
Whose deeds of darkness rise unto our "view ; 
See yonder marsh where crawling reptiles dwell, 
Where oft is heard the wolf's unearthly yell, 
Where noxious weeds do grow and well fed grass. 
O'er which the deathly mists and yapours pass ; 
Where once the vulture and the kite did feast^ 
And ev'ry unclean bird and rav'nous beast 
Did fight and quarrel over human bones 
Which lay just underneath the surface stones, 
Ah ! that*s a battlefield— a fight was there. 
Such spots are numerous in each hemisphere. 
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Deeply inspired, he strikes the sacred lyre. 

When fancy golden-winged flies to his aid ; 
With her he soars till mounting higher and higher 

His warblings at the gates of heaven are laid. 
In eloquence of grand simplicity. 

Like the full pourings of a restless tide. 
The burnished floods of glowing minstrelsy 

Athwart the skies and o'er the mountains glide. 

With Flora oft he treads the rural nook, 

Or lingers in the flower-bespangled dell. 
Or walks enamoured by the dancing brook, 

Or saunters where the sylvan beauties dwell. 
The groves and woods are joyous at his lute, 

The warbling birds sing sweeter at his smile. 
His native hills, no longer standing mute, 

Echo his fame o'er continent and isle. 
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Fond youths and lovely maidens catch the theme ; 

With kindred sentiments their bosoms swell ; 
They bless the bard, and secret sigh and dream 

O'er "whisperings cherished and remembered well. 
With gentle love he basks in rosy bowers, 

Or sings in concert with the winding river ; 
The breezes laden with the bteath of flowers, 

Wafting the cadence o'er the world for ever. 

Imagination in her fire-wheeled car 

Bears him aloft through glittering realms of song, 
Towering and whirling o'er the earth afar. 

Their voices mingle with the tuneful throng. 
Then surging oft with swift and sudden wings 

He skims the surface of earth's flowery plains, — 
There toys with nature, and with her he sings 

Where in the depths of solitude she reigns. 

A sea of harmonies from other spheres 

Will sudden flow upon his conscious soul, 
In ecstasies of joy profound he hears, 

And drinks at rapture's fount without control. 
He flies mid-heaven, he scours the mighty deep. 

Visions of grandest beauty meet his eyes ; 
He sweeps the past, he mounts the cloudy steep. 

Beyond whose shade the pregnant future lies. 
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earth ! O earth, cast no bewildering shade 

Across the " poet's path " so brightly shining ; 
Shroud not the sun, cause not his beams to fade. 

Touch not the lyre, leave not his muse repining. 
Too soon, alas ! the gathering clouds of night 

Have closed o'er many a gem in yonder sky ; 
Too soon, alas ! attracted in their flight, 

Full many a bard on wings erratic fly. 

A few there are whose mighty voices ever 

Grandly arise to teach the earth anew ; 
Though dead they speak, though living, silent never,- 

Hymning the beautiful, the good, the true. 
The starry splendour of their native rays. 

Glow with a God-imparted light sublimeed ; 
Their train refulgent hangs upon the maze, 

Gleaming and beaming till the end of time. 
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AND OTHER POEMS, 

frice 2g. 6d., 

BY GEORaE HIOkLINO-, 



EXTRACTS FROM OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

"The ploughman poet of the north found food for reflection in 
the uprooted daisy, and moralized on the instability of humanity 
while following the share. Another brilliant specimen of the 
same class has latterly made himself known, affording addi- 
tional testimony to the fact, that knowledge may be pursued 
successfully, even under the greatest difficulties. Our new 
poet is nothing more nor less than a poor stockinger, bom and 
brought up in the quiet little village of Cotgrave, in this 
county, whose only education has been that afforded by the 
village school ; and whose means of improvement have been 
stricdv confined to the few short hours he has been able to 
steal from his nightly repose. For some time past we have 
partly fiUed our poet's corner with some of his fugitive pieces ; 
which, though bearing traces of want of cultivation, still give 
ample proof of the creditable manner in which the writer's 
time has been spent : and display likewise considerable poet- 
ical talent The work before us contains two leading 

poemsi * The Mystic Land,' and * The Hour of Enchantments, 
and about thirty minor poems. The first is written in blank 

verse, and extends over a space of about 1600 lines 

We consider the composition a remarkable one, inasmuch as 
it bears traces of high poetic feeling, and augurs well for the 
literary career of one whose writings have nothing but their 

intrinsic merit to recommend them We would especially 

recommend a perusal of * The Hour of Enchantments,* which 
abounds with glowing descriptions, beautiful imagery, and 

sparkling conceits We heartily commend the book to 

our readers." — Nottingham Journal. 

** Mr. Hickling's muse is favourably familiar to our 
readers." — Nottinghamshire Ghtardian. 
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"Mr. Hickling's compositions contain much genuine, if 
not deep poetic feeling, and are free, so far as we have 
detected, from that exaggerated sentiment which too often 
characterizes the productions of men of his station in life." — 
Leicester Journal, 

** This is a book abounding in good feeling, truthfulness to 
nature, and purity of thought. 'There is a freshness about it 
truly charming. We were extremely sorry when we had got 
to the end of it ; and could not tear ourselves from it until we 
had read every line. "We must class Mr. Hickling with the 

• Poets of the People,* and long may he live to wield the pen 
for their gratification and instruction." — Derhy Telegraph, 

<*The productions of 'Rusticus' have attracted no small 
share of local attention by their simple beauty and pithy allu- 
sions. It is then my pleasing task to select and present to 
the notice of our readers some of the rarest of these gems of 
composition : — His two principal poems are * The Mystic 
Land: a Vision,' and *The Hour of Enchantments.' The 
' Yision ' is essentially a vision ; but nevertheless contains 
many passages of great force and beauty; The poem is too 
long for any sort of review in this paper, so I will pass on to 

• The Hour of Enchantments,' — This work is written after the 
manner of an English epic, and there are even more * gems * in 
it than I shall have space to notice. It consists partly of a 
succession of reveries excited by the time, which is the 

• Sunset Hour,' and the Scene, .... Glancing on, our eye is 
arrested by an apostrophe that strongly reminds us by the 
purity of its language, and the vividness of the ideas it con- 
tains,' of Campbell's famous * Pleasures of Hope.* ... .It must 
be borne in mind in perusing these lays, that they are the 
productions of a poor man, who left the village school, and 
*went into business,' as a stocking maker, at the age of 

thirteen Numerous are the beauties which I have not 

space to point out, but have selected a few of the gems out 
of the many which adorn the writings of *Rusticu8.'" — 
Nottingham Athenceum Society's Magazine, 
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